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PLAY BALL! 


Right now, while I'm writing these words, the entire world's 
become obsessed with 


football. | hear about the World Cup first thing in the 
morning and it's the last thing on the news at night. Every 
broadcast is filled with legions of good looking men kicking a 
ball around the field, an endless battle for dominance and 


glory. 


Who's going to win? Damned if | know. Who's playing? 
Damned if | know that either. 


Some of us watch sports a little differently. We don't care 
about RBI or first downs. We don't care if that's a world 
record or a personal best. We just want to see sweaty 
bodies working hard. 


And here, we do. Sure, we've got some 'on the field’ action 
for you sports buffs -- from cricket matches to the boxing 
ring, hockey to ice skating, basketball and, of course, 
football -- American style. Jarheads style. 


So read on. Enjoy. Root for your favorite athletes as they 
Strive for glory. It'll be better than the Olympics. | promise. 


CB Potts 
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AFTER THE OLD BALL GAME 
BY SEAN MICHAEL 


Benj curled up in Brett's easy chair, watching the Marlins 
crush the Wolverines on the brand new TV. 


The chair smelled of his lover, musk and leather and a hint 
of Cool Water, and was really the best seat in the house. It 
sure beat the seats at the game and it was still early 
enough in the year these evening games were cold. 


Besides, he didn't drive and it would take him forever to get 
home if he attended and Brett would beat him back and... 


None of the excuses really made him feel any less guilty for 
not attending Brett's home games in person, but he knew 
the full body massage he was going to give Brett would. 


He winced as the pitcher threw the ball right at Brett, hitting 
him just above the elbow, catching the bulging tricep. That 
was the second time the Wolverines had deliberately hit 
Brett, keeping the slugger from hitting another home run. 
Benj supposed it made sense strategically, Brett was 
responsible for all six of the Marlins’ runs, but it was still bad 
sportsmanship as far as he was concerned and he knew it 
would make Brett furious. 


There was only an inning more to play and Benj watched as 
the Marlins scored one more run before they struck McGee 
out. Then the Marlin pitcher shut the Wolverines down in the 
top of the ninth and it was over. 


He turned off the TV and brought out his massage table, 
putting the towels in the warmer and setting his oils up ina 
bowl of hot water. Brett's coach wasn't likely to keep the 
players long, not after a blowout win like this one. Benj 
wanted to be ready when Brett came through the door, 
growling and hurt as a wounded bear. 


All set up, Benj fluttered through the house, picking up this 
and that, straightening the magazines, making sure there 
was a cold beer or three in the fridge, that Brett's favorite 
glass was clean and in freezer. He put on a bit of classical 
music, Mozart to lift Brett's spirits and then curled back up 
in the big chair that held the imprint of his lover's body. 


It could have been forever, or just a few moments, before 
the front door to their condo slammed open, Brett's arm 


wrapped in an ice pack, his blond lover glowering. "Did you 
see that motherfucker Jameson? | swear to God, baby, | 
ought to go down to the Hilton and beat that bastard to 
death." 


"| did see! Twice! On purpose! They were just terrified you 
were going to knock a couple more out of the park." Benj 
leapt out of the chair and hustled over to Brett, taking the 
duffel from Brett. Benj tossed it toward the laundry and 
raised his face for a kiss. 


He got a half-grin before Brett leaned down, kissed him 
good and hard, just pouring all of that fury and frustration 
and excitement into it, into him. It made his head spin. He 
wrapped one arm around Brett's good shoulder, the other 
around Brett's waist and just Play Ball - 5 


held on, mouth opening wide as that little, close-cropped 
beard scraped his chin. Oh, he loved this man, loved the 
passion Brett infused into his life. Pressing close, Benj let his 
head drop back, the kiss going deeper. 


Brett purred, one callused hand finding his ass and 
squeezing, tugging him closer. "Taste good, baby." 


He beamed up at his lover. Brett made him feel so damned 
good. Like the center of the universe. "For you," he 
murmured, rubbing against his favorite slugger's muscles. 


"Shit yeah. I'll be pissed if you hid another ball player in 
here." 


He blinked up at Brett for a moment and then started to 
laugh. "Nut," he accused fondly, squeezing Brett's shoulder. 
"Like anyone else could hold a candle to you and your... 
bat." 


Brett's laugh shook him, jostled him as he moved them 
toward the massage table. Benj started to undo Brett's 
buttons, letting his fingers linger on Brett's skin as it was 
exposed. 


"| found a new rubbing oil. It's supposed to warm and soothe 
your muscles. The bottle says long-lasting so it should keep 
working long after | stop." 


"You're going to stop?" Tease. Those eyes just danced. 


He looked Brett up and down, wincing as he noticed the 
bruise on Brett's side. "I'll go all night if you need me to, 
Brett." 


"Mmm... You and me? All night? I'm there, baby." Brett took 
another kiss, this one slower, deeper. "You want my jeans 
off?" 


A shiver went through Benj and he whimpered softly, his 
whole body going tight from 


the kiss. "Yeah. Take them off." Swallowing, nodding to 
reinforce his yes, he helped Brett get rid of the ice around 
his arm and the shirt came right off. 


Oh, that bruise was... God. Just wrong on that tanned skin. 
His fingers ghosted over it and Brett hummed. "They x- 
rayed it, baby. Nothing's broken." 


“Thank God for that. Does it hurt? Did they give you 
anything for the pain?" He slid his fingers over Brett's face, 
Cupping his lover's cheek, looking into Brett's eyes. 


"Just a little sore." He knew what that meant. It hurt and 
they gave Brett something and Brett didn't take it. 


He made a soft noise and let his fingers drift down to Brett's 
shoulder, beginning to rub the warm skin. "Hurting 
anywhere else tonight?" 


“Mmm. Nowhere your hands won't fix it." Brett climbed onto 
the massage table, settled nice and easy. "We fucking 
kicked ass, baby." 
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He laughed softly. "I saw. And you drove in all the runs but 
that last one, which you scored. | cheered so loudly the 
neighbors knocked on the wall." He started to massage 
Brett, working the wide shoulders first. 


“They obviously weren't watching the game." The pale 
tattoos fascinated him, dozens of white tigers inked on 
Brett's shoulders, down the muscled back. He traced them 
with his fingers, digging in, knowing Brett liked it when he 
really worked the tired muscles. 


"Obviously. | did though. You were really on your game 
today." 


"I want to go to the All-Star Game. | want to renegotiate my 
contract in October." 


"You keep playing like you have been and they'd be crazy 
not to send you." He slid his hands down along Brett's sides, 
moaning softly. He did love the feeling of Brett's skin under 
his hands. 


"| hope so. My stats are solid." Brett stretched, sliding a little 
under his hands. 


He reached for the oil, pouring a generous portion into his 
hands and then went back to rubbing Brett's skin. "You're an 


awesome player -- they're lucky to have you." And he was 
lucky to have Brett, too. Such a gorgeous stud. And all his. 


“Thanks, baby." Brett hummed, moving slow and lazy under 
his hands. "Feels good." 


"Yeah? That's good." He grinned and focused on carefully 
pushing his fingers against Brett's spine; sometimes he got 
so caught up in how good it felt to touch Brett that he forgot 
he was supposed to be massaging. His hands drifted down 
to Brett's buttocks, digging into the beautiful, strong 
muscles. 


"Uh-huh." Brett's legs spread, the scent of male and need 
heady. Whimpering, Benj forced himself to keep his hands 
massaging, working Brett's thighs, his shins, then his feet, 
making sure not to tickle. 


“Turn over," Benj murmured, voice thick. "I'll do your front." 
"Uh-huh." Brett's cock was full, dark, the tip wet and wide. 
Benj whimpered again, licking his lips. "How are you 
feeling?" he asked. If Brett needed it, he'd be good and keep 
massaging. 

“Melted. Horny as hell." 


"Perfect." He slid his hands up along Brett's legs, sliding 
them over Brett's hips and up along the solid chest. Just as 
he reached Brett's nipples he let his head drop, mouth 
taking in the leaking head of Brett's cock. 
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"Baby..." Brett's hips rolled, swollen cock head spreading his 
lips. 


He moaned, his own cock hard and eager, pushing against 
his jeans. Sucking strongly, he pulled the all-male taste of 

Brett's pre-come into himself. His fingers toyed with Brett's 
nipples, flicking across them, tugging them, pinching. 


"More. Fuck, baby. More." Brett started shifting, shaking the 
table. 


Happy all the way to his toes, Benj started bobbing his 
head, opening his throat and taking Brett all the way down. 
He loved making Brett need. Loved satisfying that need 
even more. Brett fucked his mouth, motions sure and sharp, 
hips just pumping. So strong. 


So passionate. All his. He pinched Brett's little nipples, the 
tiny bits of flesh hard like diamonds, begging for his touch. 


"Fuck. Yes. Baby." Brett's hands landed on his head, tangling 
in his hair as they moved. 


He let Brett guide him, loving that, loving how Brett took 
control when they made love. 


His fingers moved up to curl around Brett's shoulders, the 
thumb of his left hand finding that spot on Brett's right 
collarbone, the one that made Brett's whole body shudder if 
he touched it just right. 


"Baby!" Brett arched, spunk filling his mouth in pulses, his 
lover shuddering beneath him. Whimpering, he swallowed 
and swallowed, refusing to give up a single drop. 


Brett settled down, humming low, hands starting to pet. 
Benj murmured happily, slowly pulling off Brett's lovely 
cock, rubbing it with his cheek. "Love you," he said, smiling 


up. 


"Yeah, baby." Brett smiled, eyes just hot as anything on him. 


Benj shivered. That look did something to him, got him all 
hot and bothered. As if he'd needed any help in that area 
after sucking Brett off, after having his hands all over this 
great body. "I want you." 


"Then take me." The words were a bare growl. 


A shiver of need rippled through him. "Oh. Yes?" Oh, Brett 
hardly ever... not never, but not very often. 


"Yeah." Those strong thighs parted, that amazing body 
offered to him. Just to him. 


His fingers were nearly shaking as he poured out more oil 
onto them, but he took a deep breath and reminded himself 
to take care, to make it good for Brett. Smiling, loving this 
man more than anything, he slid his fingers along Brett's 
crack, teasing the hot, little hole offered to him. Brett almost 
purred, hand moving down to slowly stroke the half-hard 
cock. 
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Groaning, he slid one finger into Brett's tight heat. 
"Yeah. Just like that. Touch me." 


"Never have to ask twice for that, Brett." Never. Touching 
Brett was the very best thing in the world. 


Benj pushed a second finger in, stretching Brett, sliding 
them deep. Brent groaned, 


scooting down, pushing into his touch. Oh. Oh, that was. Oh. 
His cock throbbed and he tore at his fly with his free hand, 


needing to get naked, to be inside Brett now before it was 
too late and he came just from the way Brett was moving on 
his fingers. 


"Love how you want, baby." Brett was just growling. 


"Gonna make me come," he warned, grabbing at his balls 
and twisting them until the need to shoot hard and quick 
backed off some. God, nothing was as sexy as Brett. 


"Isn't that my job?" 


He laughed, nodding. "You're just too good at it. | want you 
first." He let his fingers slide out of Brett and climbed up 
onto the table, glad -- and not for the first time -- that Brett 
had insisted he have the extra sturdy, heavy duty one. It 
might shake, but it would hold them - they’d already tested 
it once or twice. Or maybe a dozen times. 


"Mmm. All yours. Come on." Brett reached up for him, pulled 
him down into another kiss. 


Moaning, Benj lost himself in the kiss until his cock bumped 
against Brett's body again. 


It made him gasp, made him pull back and concentrate on 
getting inside Brett, on pushing into the tightest, best heat 
he'd ever known as his knee slid on the vinyl. "Oh... Oh, 
Brett." 


"Mmmhmm. Come on." Brett pushed down and back, 
encouraging him, riding him. 


One hand on Brett's hip, the other beside Brett's head to 
steady himself, Benj moved with his lover, cock going 
deeper each push forward. 


"So fucking hot, baby." Brett gave it up for him, growling and 
moaning into his kisses. 


Benj just closed his eyes and kissed and fucked Brett, his 
lover's heat around his cock, around his tongue, against his 
chest. He wanted it to last forever, but the need inside him 
kept chanting more more and faster faster. 


"That's it. Come on." Those deep words just buzzed through 
him, Brett demanding even now. 
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He managed to get one hand around Brett's cock and 
followed his lover's demands, 


giving Brett what the man asked for, what they both wanted 
and needed. His body began to shake, his hips starting to 
jerk as the pleasure pushed through him, shooting from his 
cock deep into Brett's body. Brett held him, body pulling the 
aftershocks out of him. 


He collapsed against Brett's heat, trusting his lover to hold 
him up, hold him safe against the solid muscles. "Oh. Oh, 
Brett, | love you so." 


"Good. I'd have to beat you otherwise." Brett smiled against 
his temple, held him. 


He laughed softly, snuggling even though he knew they'd 
have to move soon or Brett 


would wake up sore. Not to mention they'd risk rolling off 
onto the floor. "It was a good game, love. You looked so 
good out there." He left a kiss on Brett's shoulder. "Look 
even better here." 


"Thanks, baby. There enough hot water for us to soak?" 


"Of course there is." They had a beautiful, big tub; Brett had 
bought it for them just a few months ago with jets and 
everything. "I'll go start it -- you get that arm iced back up." 


“Pushy pushy." Brett winked, those green eyes just 
Sparkling, and offered him another kiss. He was laughing as 
he took it, the taste and feeling of his lover filling his entire 
existence. 


Soon, he'd get Brett to take one of whatever the trainers 
gave out for pain, get the big guy stretched out in their bed 
and replaying the game over and over until he fell asleep. 


Until then, he'd just love on Brett the best way he knew how. 


That kind of made him the winner tonight. The winner every 
night. 
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SWORDSMEN 
BY SYD MCGINLEY 


I’ve never done anything like this before. Usually | take a 
weights or a swim class if I’m in a credit hour jam with 
financial aid. But fencing is new for me. | figured an 
adventure would be cool and my French history class got me 
pumped about guys with swords. I’m ok with hand-eye co- 
ordination - I’m good at tennis - but I’m not wild about 
teams. 


I’m a bit skinny, but I’ve got a nice ass, a light syrup tan, 
and big brown eyes. You should see me puppy dog people 
into helping me out, but my adviser is wise to me now. 


No more avoiding gen ed. I’m a French major and I’m 
struggling this quarter with 


chemistry and math. | should have taken them freshman 
year. l'Il be a senior if | can get through this quarter. 


Some one-on-one combat might help me stress bust and it 
has a romantic aura to it. 


Pirates! Musketeers! Macho and swish. | go to sleep the 
night before the first class jerking off over Captain Jack 
Sparrow as my bitch, then the Man in the Iron Mask 


making me yield... 


It’s a real let down: geeks quoting Princess Bride, chubby 
RenFest guys, but then in marches the fencing club. Five 
guys who work as teaching assistants—and they know 


their stuff! They own their swords. 


Mr. Lucas, the instructor, is a real pill. The whole first class is 
safety and rules. We don’t even touch a loaner sword 
although they’re tipped with safety buttons. But he seems 
to trust the team and when they demonstrate some moves 
at the end of class, it’s all worth it. 


The tight white pants, sexy straightjacket uniform that 
swoops between the legs and 


buckles behind, leather gauntlets, and, oh, the mask—a 
black oval of anonymity over a thrusting, lunging slab of 
white cotton. There’s not an inch of skin to be seen but it’s 
so hot. | Know everyone is wearing a cup, but still—those 
bulges! | hear en garde in my dreams that night and wake 
up hard. 


The club has access to the practice room and equipment 
cage and show up an hour before class. I’m early one day 
and sit outside hearing them pound up and down in their 
special leaps, lunges, and shuffles. “Patinando,” yells 
someone and rhythmic thumps and sword clashes follow. 


During class one TA, Jay | think, but he’s masked, stands 
behind me and moves my hand to the right position. He 
mutters, “limp wrist” and | step back hard on his foot. 


Jay swears, then says “Secret word—gay fencing club—we 
thought—sorry man, read 


you wrong.” 


| step back. Not on him this time, but to the original position 
so he can continue the class exercise of moving through the 
positions. 
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“Careful with the fucking irony,” | mutter behind my mask. 
“Thin line between offence and in-joke.” 


“Sorry, we haven’t had a prospect in a while...anyway... if 
you're interested, come to 


practice before next class. We need an even number...” 


As | thrust and parry with another beginner, | watch the club 
watching me. The slide of blade along blade grates on my 
ears as | disarm my opponent. I’m surprised | win the bout 
because | was thinking about cocks swinging against each 
other. Batting at each other. Pricks thrusting in past 
defenses... penetrating... damn... getting hard in a cup 


SUCKS. 


| wonder if they’re sincere. It’s a clumsy approach and 
there’s hazing on campus. What if they’re frat jocks and 
they’re setting me up? | mean shit, I’m a French major, no 
one is more doomed except the drama guys. Even if they’re 
real—a secret word? Come on! 


Obviously they’re not asking me to join based on my fencing 
—although I’m in the top 


10% of the newbies. The other beginners get me worked up, 
but these guys know how to move...and these uniforms... If 
they are gay, how can I say no? But if they’re five 


straight guys with swords... | ask around. They’re not in the 
gay soc or l’d know them. 


There’s no buzz about them being jerks to avoid, but equally 
nothing about them being gay. I’m pretty out, so I’m not 
Surprised they approached me. 


Gary weight trains in the gym below the practice room so | 
set up a Signal with him. I’ve been his rescue ring plenty of 
times. He’s a behemoth. He’s straight, but he’s been my 
roommate since freshman year. No page after 20 minutes 
means he comes upstairs. | 


simply say I’m not sure if these guys are ’phobes and he 
nods. | don’t think he imagines I’m hoping to get in their 
pants. We get along by not talking sex - | don’t want to 
know what he does in the backseat of his Camaro and he 
doesn’t want to see my Colt calendar. 


We're not into “relationships”, but we are into getting laid. 
He’s blond, over-developed, and goes red when he exerts 
himself. | prefer dark, panther-muscled guys who slink, 


prowl and pounce. And I’ve found a pack of them. 


With real thigh muscles to flaunt, white is flattering. White 
pants are never sexy except on athletes: football, baseball, 
and now fencing pants. For a leg man, fencing is a 


wonderful spectator sport with guys lunging. It’s like ballet, 
but lethal and less sissy. 


Sorry, channeling dad. At eight I’d asked for ballet lessons. 
He locked me in a closet, yelled “That’s a closet - stay in it,” 
and left me there overnight. Let’s just say my fin aid 
package is very important to me. 


Anyway, tight, white pants on solid thighs and there’s 
something here to answer my 


yearning for a different place and time. For a code of 
conduct, nobility and rules. 


Elegance, form, and ruthlessness... I’m not stupid. | know 
l'm meeting with college 


guys, not dueling masters from the past, but | hope they 
are, pun intended, real 


swordsmen. 
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They get right to business and announce the practice match 
is for who blows whom. I’m disadvantaged with my 
inexperience, but | don’t mind losing. If | could fence better, 
| might have taken a dive. | don’t know who is who. The 
three winners keep their masks on. They’re close in height 
and | don’t know them well enough yet to pick up clues. 


Carlos and Sean are on either side of me gorging on cock. 
Carlos is blowing Devon - | can see enough of Devon's 


thighs and balls to know it’s him. He’s living up to the 


stereotype and Carlos can’t take all his beautiful, dark cock 
in. | must be blowing either Alexei or Jay. They’re both tall 
and dark, so | need them to speak. Handsome Alexei is 
Ukrainian and uses his accent like | use my eyes. Jay’s hot, 
but | hope it’s Alexei. 


I’ve paused too long and he says: “Eat Yankee” and ruffles 
my hair. It is him! He’s so sexy with that accent. My belly 
melts and I grab his lovely European ass and bury my face 
against him. | knead his iron butt and gobble at him until he 
groans and backs me off. | settle to a steady suck and slurp 
and let him push as he wants. Devon and Jay hold Carlos 
and Sean by the hair and time their thrusts together. Alexei 
laughs and joins in. 


“One, two, three,” they say and we kneeling ones take their 
sword thrusts as they drill in time together for a blissful 
minute. I’m in a daze with Alexei’s meat filling my world and 
mouth, but Devon breaks ranks and thrusts frantically into 
Carlos and Sean has his hands round Jay’s shaft and 
tongues his head. Alexei’s thighs tighten and his balls roll. | 
redouble my efforts and he shouts and holds my head close 
to him while he shoots. | 


dribble come from the corner of my mouth as | sit back on 
my heels and deliberately turn my puppy dogs on full force. 


Alexei laughs. “Later, little one. Class now!” 


Shit! | dive for my pager. There’s a message from Gary. It 
just says “Dude!” Crap. | hope | haven’t wrecked our 
friendship. | asked him to do me a favor, then let him see 
me 


sword-swallowing. | mean, | wouldn’t want to see him in 
action with his one-night chicks either. | figure beer and 
pizza will be on me for a while. And writing a paper for him. 
But it'll be ok. | just hope he didn’t think | was trying to set 
him up by having him walk in. 


No time to worry. Alexei got us decent just in time. Students 
arrive as Sean, Carlos and | stand awkwardly with crushed 
hard-ons under our cups and straightjacketed tunics. That 


‘later’ better be tonight. 


At class end Mr. Lucas says the TAs should tidy the room. 
The sword storage is a mess, mats for other classes are 
shoved around, and uniforms need to be bagged for laundry. 


“We don’t mind locking up,” says Sean demurely. 


We try not to nudge each other as he agrees we can stay 
alone until the main building closes. 


“I trust you guys. Make sure the doors shut behind you. I'll 
tell security you'll be gone in an hour.” He gives us an 
inscrutable look and leaves. 
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“Poor Lucas,” says Carlos. “He takes that fraternizing rule 
too seriously.” 


My respect for Mr. Lucas increases. He is a pill, but that’s not 
bad | decide. And he is letting us stay although he obviously 
knows what we intend. 


Once the gym doors slam, we drop all pretence. Devon pulls 
the floor mats into a neater stack, but only so we get a view 
of his ass. We “losers” now get to set the pace. Sean heads 


for Devon and lands a solid thwack on his butt. It can’t hurt 
much because our uniforms are a heavy material, but 
Devon topples onto the mats and gives Sean a ‘come and 
get it’ look. Sean wrenches the buckles open on Devon’s 
jacket. These uniforms are designed to frustrate. The strap 
between the legs that connects behind is tricky, even two- 
handed. Devon's on all fours, his top half covered in white 
padded fencing jacket, his black ass sticking up in the air, 
and his ankles hobbled by his breeches. We enjoy the 
spectacle as Sean buries his face between Devon's cheeks. 
His gorgeous bubble butt 


pumps in the air as Sean eats his hole. Sean tries to get his 
jacket loose as he works. 


Carlos takes pity and helps Sean out of his straightjacket as 
Sean licks and probes. 


Devon’s cock sticks straight out before him and bounces as 
he works his cheeks back 


against Sean. Even though he came down Carlos’s throat 
before class, Devon is ready 


again. A strand of pre-cum stretches between his prick and 
the mats for one gossamer moment then breaks as he 
humps the air. 


Carlos wrenches Sean’s pants and cup off for him and 
Sean’s straining, purple head leaps free and slaps his belly. 
Sean lifts his face from Devon’s mounds for a moment and 
Says, 


“Jay, get the lube. I’m gonna fuck this ass.” 


Devon's hips pump instantly. Jay pops open the team locker. 
There’s nothing in there but lube and rubbers. It’s a 


cooperative effort. Sean finger-fucks Devon with the lube 
and gets him groaning while Jay rolls a rubber on Sean. 


“Do it,” begs Devon, and yells as Sean obliges. We watch 
them pound away on the 


workout mats until Alexei follows Carlos to the heap of dirty 
uniforms we’re meant to be stuffing into laundry bags. | 
want Alexei again, but as new boy I’m not to choose, but be 
chosen. Carlos grins as he bends Alexei down onto the heap 
of sweaty uniforms. | soon hear that sexy accent begging 
“Bang me good” and a stream of Ukrainian. They roll 


around in the skanky uniforms. Not my scene, but they love 
it. Carlos rubs Alexei’s face with a funky jacket and Alexei 
sounds like a machine gun: “Tak, tak, tak...” 


“It means ‘yes’” says Jay, as he looks back and forth 
between the guys. He’s got his jacket unbuckled and his 
pants dropped. He takes off his shoes and steps out of his 
pants. 


Fuck, he’s hung. He jerks his head to the equipment room. 
It’s an 8 by 8 cage of chain link fence in the corner of the 
practice room. It’s usually locked as it holds the practice 
swords. Its open mesh offers no privacy. Jay faces the cage 
wall. His ass is a revelation as he offers it to me. He’s how 
peachy got to be a cliché. He gives me such a meek look 
over his shoulder that my dick gives another leap and my 
darker side stirs, too. | want to punish him for the moment 
of fear when he said “Limp wrist” to me. | push him against 
the cage and he purrs. 
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“Bad boy,” | snarl. | grab the loose buckle of his jacket, run it 
through a hole and refasten it so he’s tethered to the mesh. 


“Hands up,” | say, and he obediently raises his hands and 
entwines his fingers in the wire. 


I move his ass back. His cock waves and brushes the mesh. 


“No touching it,” | command, and he shivers. He’s bold and 
domineering in all the 


combat. Lucas is always yelling “Parry!” at him, but he’s 
reckless about maneuvers that leave him open if he fails. As 
exposed as he is right now.... 


I’ve taken the safety warnings seriously, so although the 
concept of spanking Jay’s tender ass with the foil makes me 
drool pre-cum, | take a gauntlet instead and thrash his 
cheeks back and forth. He offers his hole to me with every 
blow, but | don’t stop until his ass is red. He’s cute, but | 
want to make him anonymous again, and to make him 
suffer just a bit more. | step back and grab a mask. | put it 
on him and he moans. We're used to 


fencing in them, but it gets warm in there. Fencing is hard 
work in all that padded 


clothing with metal mesh over your face. 


He looks hot secured to the fence, half clothed, naked, rosy 
ass ready for me and his face gone behind the screen. | let 
him think I’m running a sword up his inner thighs, but I’m 
using the clasp of the locker padlock. He squirms and 
struggles not to jerk away. | run the metal up his butt cheek 
and down his crack. It rests on his hole for a moment and 
then | let the metal run over his balls. He makes a high, thin 
whine, but doesn’t protest. | fondle his balls and watch his 
prick rub against the fence. He groans. | can tell it feels 
good, but he’s scared what too much friction will do once we 
get going. | wrap my hand around his shaft and feel his hot 


blood throb. | rub his head and feel how slick he is. He 
curses me as | guide his head through the mesh. It fits, but 
he has a fat cock and the hole is full as his prick waggles 
outside the cage. 


| slap his rump once more for fun as | roll a condom on. | 
have to shut my eyes for a minute. The latex grip combined 
with the sight of helpless Jay nearly finishes me. | open my 
eyes. Devon crawls across the mats as Sean shudders into 
him and hauls him back, 


and Carlos pounds away at Alexei. | can see all of us 
reflected in the mirrors we use to check our form and 
posture. 


“Please,” says Jay, muffled by the mask. “Fuck me, please.” 


His hips jerk as | touch lube to his hole. He thrusts back 
impatiently, but | lube him thoroughly before | tease his ass 
with the condom tip. 


“Please!” he begs, and | slide in. He’s tight. | suspect he’s 
not in this role often, but he takes it all in and although I’m 
not thick, I’m real long. He starts to buck before I’m fully 
lodged. 


“Stay still! Who’s in charge here?” 
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“You,” he replies. “You are.” 

“Then I set the pace, not you, slut.” 


He wriggles in delight and obediently matches my rhythm. | 
take it slow as I’m close to shooting and | want Jay to get a 
good plowing. 


Devon and Sean are done and are sprawled on the mats. 
Alexei is supporting himself one-handed so he can pound at 
his own prick while Carlos reams his ass. They’re close and | 
watch Alexei’s flushed face, glazed eyes, and frantic hand 
motion. His cock is gorgeous; the perfect proportion of 
length to girth, beautiful, pale skin with a satiny red head 
emerging and disappearing as his hand works. He’s a pale- 
Skinned, dark-haired, blue-eyed Euro boy. | briefly feel bad 
that I’m pounding Jay’s ass while | drool over Alexei, but | 
get over it. Clearly the fencing team switch off with no 
qualms and no doubt Jay will fuck me sooner or later while 
he watches the others. Carlos rams hard as he finishes and 
Alexei screws up his face and cries out. A spurt of white 
shoots from his cock and lands on a dirty uniform. Jay and | 
are the floorshow now and Devon and Sean have 


come over to watch. They’re teasing poor Jay about how his 
cock is stuck through the cage. 


“Not a glory hole, dude,” says Devon. 


Jay just moans. | can tell I’m taking him further than he 
expected. These boys may be up for fun in the gym, but 
they haven’t met a French major before. They’re squeaky 
clean, vanilla, and a bit naïve. Devon stands close as he 
teases Jay. His chest is broad with pale brown nipples still 
perked from his fun. As he leans in, | reach my fingers 
through the fence and grab on. He whimpers, but stays still 
as | twist and tweak. 


“No fair teasing my ride,” | say. After a few pinches, Devon 
turns and shoves his other tit through the mesh so | can 
work on them both. His eyes are closed and he breathes 
deep. 


Sean laughs, but backs off and watches as | fuck Jay and 
torture Devon's nipples. Carlos joins Sean, but Alexei is 
fascinated and crawls over to the fence from his heap of 
laundry. 


Jay sobs, “Please, please,” but so long as he doesn’t say 
“No,” l'Il keep pounding. Alexei kneels outside the cage next 
to Devon and stares at Jay’s trapped, straining cock. 


“Can |, yankee?” he says, and raises his eyes and bats his 
eyelashes in a perfect copy of my turning my puppy dogs on 
him earlier. 


| growl. I’m close. “OK. Suck my bitch’s prick.” 


We're all in synch just like when they drilled earlier. My 
thrusts send Jay forward into Alexei’s mouth and | tug 
cruelly at Devon's willingly offered tits. The cage shakes. 
Sean and Carlos are open-mouthed as they watch, but 
they’ve had their fun and I think they’re intimidated. | 
suspect they’re usually the ones getting it from these three. 
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spasms. His feet leave the ground for a brief moment and 
he’s supported by my prick up his ass and his own caged 
cock. His mask thrashes against the cage as he whips his 
head side to side. Alexei soutters and Devon falls over as | 
release him. | have both hands on Jay’s hips to hold him up 
as | shoot hard into his shuddering ass. Jay’s softening prick 
slides out of Alexei’s mouth and | guide Jay backward. 


| whisper in his ear as | remove the mask: “Good boy.” 


He looks at me warily as | unbuckle him and | give him my 
puppy dog grin. 


We spend a quick ten minutes tidying the gym - and that’s 
all it needs. Mr. Lucas’ hour was deliberately generous. 


“Same time next week?” says Sean as we leave, and | nod. 
“You bet.” 


As security lets us out | notice a Camaro waiting. Man, I’ve 
really screwed up- Gary’s my ride home after his weight 
class. I’ve jerked him around twice this evening. I’m 


surprised he waited. | get in and look at my feet. 
“Sorry, dude.” 


He says nothing for a few beats. Then says, “I got a great 
books paper due on Thursday.” 


“Done,” | say, relieved. 


He’s a real friend, there’s no way he’d get phobic on me, but 
sex is off limits in our conversations. He'll mention if he got 
lucky or needs a rescue ring, but no details. So I’m surprised 
when he asks: “Thinking with your prick?” 


“Yeah,” | mutter. 


“Been there,” he says and starts the car. Then he adds, “You 
dog.” 
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FOOTBALL AND THE BEACH 
BY SEAN MICHAEL 


Rock loved California. 


He loved the sun and the sand, the water. He loved that 
they lived on the beach. He loved that their neighbors didn't 
care that his lovers were men. He loved that the neighbors 
were far enough away on both sides they had plenty of 
privacy. 


Of course there were things that he loved more. 
Like football. 
Making love. 


A certain blond redneck and the kid who tagged along after 
both of them. Not that 


anyone but an old ex-marine gunnery sergeant like himself 
could get away with calling Dick a kid. Hell, it was starting to 
be a stretch for him to do it. 


He grinned down the beach at Dick. Ex-marine himself, Dick 
had a fine body, cloudy 


blue eyes, a generous smile, hair just a shade too long -- the 
second the kid was out of the marines he'd let it grow out, 
unlike Rock himself who wore that high and tight proudly -- 


and lots of muscles. Dick was almost as built as he was. 
Almost. Rock was still the stud of the pack. He didn't plan on 
relinquishing that title anytime soon. 


He tossed the football at Dick, the kid catching it and 
running toward the goal line behind him. Rock ran for Dick, 
following the zigs and the zags, ready to tackle the kid and 
steal the ball so he could score himself. 


Who said you needed more than two to play football? 


They'd been playing their version of it for awhile now and 
Rock's muscles had that 


pleasant, stretched feeling. Dick was playing without a shirt, 
the kid's skin all sweaty and slick, warmed by the exercise 
and the sun. And as he tackled Dick to the ground, Rock 
could smell Dick's sweat and musk, the leather of the 
football strong as it was trapped between them. 


He managed, somehow, to wrestle the ball away from Dick 
and then he was up and 


running, spiking the ball beyond the line they'd made in the 
sand and doing his version of the touchdown dance. 


Laughing, Dick slapped his ass and grabbed the football. 
"You're cheating." 


"Me? Cheat?" He shook his head. "You just don't want to 
admit you're getting beaten by an old man." 
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Dick looked him up and down, the gaze like a fucking touch. 
"No, I'm getting beat by a damned stud who is distracting 
me with his hot bod." 


"Flattery will not win you the game," he told Dick, snatching 
the ball back and heading back up the beach to start over 
again. 


"Will it get me laid?" Dick called after him. 
"Fuck, yes!" 


"Well, all right then. Let's play!" 


He put his fingers on the laces of the ball, arm going back 
and then snapping forward as he threw. It went a little high 
and Dick had to jump for it, making an excellent play to 
come up with the ball. Rock admired the kid's form for a 
minute and then went to tackle him. 


Dick managed to elude his tackle this time and scored, 
making it twenty-one all. 


Grunting, Rock went down the field and waited to receive 
the ball this time. Just as he caught the ball, he could feel 
Rig's eyes on him, that grey gaze like a touch, no matter 
how much space separated them. 


It made him up his game and when Dick tackled him he 
went down, but didn't let go of the ball. Standing, Dick like a 
leech around his left ankle, he started dragging the kid 
toward the goal line. Dick was laughing to beat the band by 
the time he fell to his knees and managed to touch the ball 
to the end zone. 


Gasping, he lay down. "I won." 
Dick lay laughing next to him. "You did. You stud." 


"Lord, lord, lord. Look at you fine specimens." Two beers 
landed in the sand, thud thud. 


He shielded his eyes from the sun and looked up, and up 
long, skinny legs encased in tight, worn jeans, past the 
Slender belly and chest and right up to Rig's face framed by 
soft curls that were practically white from the sun. Those 
grey eyes gazed down at him, telling him everything he 
ever needed to know, just like they always did. 


"I won," he informed Rig, grabbing his beer and taking a 
long swig before setting it down well out of the way. 


"| saw." Rig damn near purred, eyes dragging over him. 
"What did you win?" 


"You aren't first prize? | know that's why I put in my best 
effort." 
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"Hey, that's not fair!" Dick protested, and Rock gave the kid 
a grin. 


"Don't worry, | expect to take you, too, as a part of beating 
you." 


Rig chuckled, knelt down between them, hands sliding up 
both their thighs. "I'm liking this trophy thing." 


Rock let his legs part, doing his best slut imitation. Dick was 
already making his sweet porno noises, hips shifting, body 
begging for more. Rock rumbled, cock, which had been 
mostly hard already from playing with Dick, firming the rest 
of the way up. "You're gonna be a well-loved trophy -- none 
of this displayed behind glass shit for you." 


"No. Hell, no. | need touching and polishing and shit. I'm not 
hands off." Rig's hands moved up, cupping his balls, the 
kid's cock. 


His and Dick's moans sounded together and he nodded, legs 
spreading wider. "Hands on good," he grunted. 


"You know it. Sexy fucking men." Rig looked... shit. Some 
men waited their whole lives to be looked at like that. 


He growled softly, almost purring like a fucking cat. "Get 
that mouth down here," he demanded. 


“Bossy old man." Rig leaned down, tongue sliding over his 
lips. "This is where I say score, right?" 


"You know it." He grabbed Rig's neck, tugging until their lips 
were pressed tight together. His tongue played with Rig's, 
the heat and the taste filling his senses. 


Rig hummed and dove into the kiss, stealing his breath, his 
good sense. His body pushed up, searching for Rig's as he 
reached for Dick with his free hand. The kid came willingly, 
tongue hot as it licked at his and Rig's lips. Rig shifted, 
letting Dick into the kiss, one long hand tugging the kid 
closer. 


The taste of the three of them filled his mouth, echoed by 
the smell of them all. Rig had obviously recently showered, 
the clean, fresh scent of him as good as the hot, sweaty 
smell of Dick. They were both hot against him, Rig's weight 
finally coming to settle on him, Dick's pushed against his 
side. 


That flat belly pressed against him, Rig's hips rocking and 
rubbing all the right places. 


Wanting him. He grabbed hold of Rig's ass and met each 
rock with one of his own, 


bucking up into the long body. His cock was caught in his 

sweats and they all had too many fucking layers on, but it 
felt so good he couldn't bring himself to stop it and move 

things to the next step. 
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Rig shifted a little, giving him a little more friction, a little 
more pressure. 


Oh, yeah. Just fucking right. 


He worked, lifting Rig with each buck up. Dick was rubbing 
against his hip, all three of them working toward the first 
course in what he was planning on being a long victory 
banquet. 


Rig's hand pushed between them, wrapping around his 
cock, the barest hint of sand 


making his nerves zing. Groaning, he squeezed Rig's ass 
with one hand and Dick's with the other. It wasn't going to 
be long now, Rig knew just how to work him. 


"Mmm. Give it up for me." Rig bit his lips, eyes shining. 


"Always do," he groaned, body bucking as spunk sprayed 
out over Rig's hand. 


"Fuck, that's sexy," muttered Dick, rubbing harder against 
him. 


"Uh-huh." Rig reared back, slid wet fingers over Dick's lips 
before licking them clean. 


Rock groaned, prick not even going soft as Dick cried out, a 
large stain spreading across his sweats. 


"Oh, touchdown." Rig smiled, eyes rolling a little. 


Rock chuckled, pushing his own hand down Rig's pants. 
"Now let's go for the 


conversion." 


"Mmm... Are you offense or defense?" 


"Offense." No fucking question. "And once we get cleaned 
up I'll show you just why that's the position | play." 


"I want in on some of that," murmured Dick. 


“There's enough of me to go around. Now help me get this 
cowboy slut off." 


"Oh, good plan. Get the cowboy off..." Rig nodded, hips 
rolling. 


He laughed, thumb sliding across the tip of Rig's prick as 
Dick's mouth latched onto the ring in Rig's nipple through 
his t-shirt. 


"Oh. More. More, y'all. Please." Demanding slut. 
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Dick tugged on that little ring while he jacked Rig harder, 
fingers squeezing around the long prick. Rig's face was 
something else with pleasure written across it. 


"Oh, hell. Yes. Just like..." Rig's head fell back, throat 
working. 


Rumbling, Rock leaned up and wrapped his lips around the 
Skin on the side of Rig's neck, knowing just the spot to work. 
Heat sprayed over his fingers, Rig's cry just sweet as all 
fuck. He licked the hickey he'd left on Rig's neck, hand still 
stroking lazily. 


"Mmm..." Rig hummed, melted. "Good. Damn." 


"Uh-huh." Dick nodded, nibbling at his neck and then Rig's. 
"You make a fine trophy, Rig." 


"Hell, we haven't even gotten to the trophy part yet," Rock 
pointed out. "Just a bit of polishing." 


"Mmm. I like polishing." That drawl was something else, Rig 
chuckling and the kid just snorting. 


"You're gonna like playing with the trophy even better," Rock 
promised, fingers sliding along that back seam of Rig's 
jeans. 


"Yeah? You think?" Rig shifted, tight, little cowboy ass 
making promises. 


"Fuck, yes." He kept teasing along that seam, pushing 
whenever he passed near Rig's hole. 


"We should go in and get the sand off," murmured Dick. "I 
hear it takes the shine off trophies." 


“Mmm. I'm thinking sand blasted cocks would be bad." Rig 
chuckled. "Really bad." 


Rock chuckled. "Does that mean we have to move?" 


"Don't tell me | tired you out, playing a little football." Rock 
swatted Dick's ass for that. 


"Mmm. We can play hide the salami next." Rig was just 
smiling lazily all over the place 


"Oh, | like that even better than football!" He chuckled, 
sitting up and bringing both of them with him. 


"Well, football has prettier cheerleaders." Rig winked, 
leaning to steal a kiss from Dick. 


He watched their mouths join, Rig's tongue pushing into 
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returning the favor, making him moan. "You telling me the 
two of you wouldn't 


cheerlead for hide the salami?" 


"Rah rah sis boom bah. Go team." Rig chuckled. "Hell, I'll 
play you one-on-one for a chance to lose." 


"Third and ten, winner take all?" Rock growled, hand finding 
Rig's ass again and squeezing. 


"| want a piece of that action." Dick was already up on his 
feet. 


Rig nodded. "I'm in. Speed over brawn, you know?" 


Rock chuckled, standing and stretching casually, like he 
didn't care if he won or not. 


Soon as Rig was up, too, he called out go and took off. He 
wanted that ass and if a man had to give himself a little 
advantage, well, it might have been cheating in football, but 
all was fair when it came to fucking his men. 
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LEAVING THE POOL 
BY DEAN DURBER 


| am not saying | never look. That would be mad, wrong, an 
outright lie. Why wouldn’t I look? | have all these 
opportunities to gaze freely at underwater bodies as they 
race past me while | am left lagging behind with my wide, 
desiring eyes. 


I am not as fast as the rest of the squad. But sometimes | 
kick this slowly on purpose. 


Most of the bodies in this pool are smooth and toned. Their 
flat stomachs intrigue me. | gaze out through fogged 
goggles at swift glimpses of passing pieces of flesh. | catch 
a shoulder, a thigh, a leg. | follow the curves of folded cocks 
tucked tightly away inside dark colored Speedos that cling 
to bronzed skin. Sometimes | manage a quick burst of 
energy to sprint, to catch them, to see these bodies for one 
more second, prolonging my lust. 


But | don’t ever want them. Swimming is my escape. This 
pool stays tucked deep, away from the everyday obsessions 
of my life. | come here only to swim; | bring no thought, no 
hope of physical interaction beyond the talk and the 
training, beyond these glimpses of desire. These bodies are 
my buddies. We share the same water. We splash and kick 


together. | look. When we are finished, we go our separate 
ways. | like it that way. They are no more than the kind of 
bodies | desire, aspire to be, and the reason for my 


motivation to be here morning after morning at 5:00 a.m., 
all tired-eyed and so 


abnormally keen. 


“You swim down at the university pool?” a stranger asks me 
across a crowded dinner 


table one night. 
The chatter around me continues. 
“Yeah,” | mutter back. “Every morning.” 


He smiles. | blush. | see how he undresses me and thinks 
about the shape of the body | own beneath these clothes. | 
long for him to see me naked beneath the deep blue of the 


water, for his goggled eyes to follow the contours of my 
flesh. | smile, too, pleased with the success of my form, 
flirting back confidently with desire. | so want to get fucked 
tonight. 


“Jeez, man!” he laughs. 

The table falls rapidly quiet. 

“That place has to be the cruisiest fucking place around.” 
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| hear the echoed sound of giggles ringing in my ears as my 
smile dies. | cling with desperation to an image of a clear, 
clean pool of water filled with my buddies, but this image 
now suddenly crumbles and fades. 


It takes me a while to shave, dry and dress today. The rest 
of the swimming squad hurry away. They slap me on the 
back, harsh and friendly all at once, as they wave goodbye 
to me. They are fast and furious, pumped up after our four- 
kilometer swim with speed. They race away without me, 
leaving only the pitter-patter of my lonely, bare feet on the 
cold changing-room tiles. | am the last to leave, for today. | 
wonder if their parting smiles suggest they know me, if my 
outside desires are written clearly all over my skin. This 
place feels strange to me now. 


Long after | emerge from the pool of water, hot blood 
continues to rush through my 


veins. The room is cold, but my body is warm. | stand and 
stare into the mirror above the sink, running my finger along 
the temporary red mark that the goggles have left behind 
on pale white skin. I linger, dress and brush, spike and spot 
the quick glance of a man who disappears behind the wall 


and into the shower. | hear the water starting to run. | know 
this man. | have seen him. 


Underwater, | stretch out my hand to reach the wall. My 
fingers touch and I turn, kick off, and surface again only for 
a Short intake of breath before dipping my head in search of 
one more glance. 


| know his flesh. | have admired it before. | take a deep 
breath and slide my fingers along the tiled wall as | walk 
toward the sound of water streaming down. | stand there 
and watch him beneath the shower. Tepid water pours down 
his back as he leans forward and raises his hands to hold on 
to the wooden beam that wobbles from above. His eyes are 
shut. His back turned. 


His body is perfect, | think, exactly the shape | admire. | lust 
at the subtle growth of hair that sits beneath his arms. In 
the water, fogged goggles are a blessing in disguise. They 
keep others blind to my gaze. In the water, these bodies— 
and I—are blind to my 


admirations. But | can read my mind now and | know | want 
him. 


| watch his mouth as water enters in and comes out, in and 
out he spits. Water runs from the shower long after he is 
clean. The tightness of his Speedos clings to his skin as he 
turns and turns, water cascading down all the smooth 
contours of his flesh. He arches his head backward. The V- 
shape of his back puffs out from a tiny waist to shoulders, 
erect and horizontal. There is a small gap between his 
biceps and his chest, where his arms cannot close. 


| study the length of his legs, the mounds on his chest, the 
dark hair on his head and the smoothness of his body all 
over. | feel the pressure of my cock as it pushes against the 


tightness of the chlorine resistant material that tries to hold 
it in. He turns too soon. His eyes open and stare out through 
a thin blanket of water. The corners of my mouth turn 
upward. 
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Inside the steam room the air is hot, but my body shivers. | 
tuck my legs tightly up to my chest. | dip my head in my lap 
and gently start to rock. 


“Jeez, man! That place has to be the cruisiest fucking place 
around.” 


| curse these words; curse the voice that speaks. My cock 
twitches. | mutter curses as the door swings opens and a 
short waft of unwanted fresh air rushes in. | look up to see 
him standing in the light. A single droplet of water falls to 
the floor by his feet. It falls from the bottom of his neatly 
packed balls. They are encased in secrecy, poised in place. | 
bury my head again in deep, deep shame. 


The door closes. We are engulfed in darkness now. | keep 
my eyes shut, trying to avoid the sting of the steam. In my 
mind, | can only imagine the curves of his body, so tight, 
compact. | try hard to think about how he looks from deep 
beneath the water. How | 


manage to catch a glimpse of his sturdy legs, all hairless 
and bronzed, kicking with the kind of strength | desire for 
me. | see him, the top half of his body all muscled and 
hairless. His nipples. The flatness of his stomach | want on 
me. A thin line of pubic hair that pokes out from the top of 
his wet swimmers, which he removes. He is sitting beside 
me, naked. My body is dry, thirsty. 


“Hey!” he speaks. 


| mutter a reply from the back of my throat, a timid and 
silent reply. 


“You swim here a lot don’t you?” 
“Yeah,” | croak. 
“Yeah, I’ve seen you swimming. You’re not bad.” 


He sits beside me on the wooden bench. | smile. | grow 
redder, redder than the redness of my face already 
reddened by the heat. My heart pumps. | try to avoid his 
gaze. 


“Not that good,” | insist. 


| emerge from my cocoon, stretching my legs to let them 
dangle in the path of the heat. 


“I’m only in the slow lane in our squad.” 
“Yeah, but still faster than me.” 

"You should come join us!” | say quickly. 
He pauses, rubs the skin on his legs. 
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“Yeah, maybe | will.” 


| watch his hand as it floats up and down his thigh. My 
fingers rest beside me. They wiggle. 


“How fast d’ya reckon | need to be?” he asks. 


“Not that fast. I’m sure you could catch me. I’ve watched 
you swim.” 


He turns to look. 
“You have?” 
| glance at the semi-hardness of his cock. It stays curved. 


“Yeah, | have. | mean, just saw you swimming. From under 
the water.” 


He laughs. 
“Yeah, that’s the good part, ay?” 
“What is?” 


His fingers make contact. Our skins are slimy and moist. We 
stare. We smile. His hand reaches upward and strokes the 
length of my cheek, all the way toward my mouth. 


“Why didn’t you say then?” 
“Say what?” | whisper. 


He places his hand behind my head and pulls me forward. 
Our mouths barely touch. 


“Why didn’t you say you had been watching me?” 
I am silent. We kiss. He tastes of the pool. 


A week has passed since that day. | have not seen his body 
since. | swim oblivious to all the other forms around me, 
disinterested in the streams of flesh that pass me by. | stand 
in the shower after my swim and let cold water pour down 
my frozen body forever. Only 


the image of his naked body lingers in my mind. 


| hate my mornings now. | hate this pool. | try to taste him 
and swallow him again. | can feel the tip of his cock as it 
enters my mouth and rests there. It smells clean, tastes 
clean. 


He mutters words | do not hear while his fingers tickle at my 
hair. | stroke my hand along his thigh and feel the almost 
hairless touch of his flesh. | take him deeper. He moans Play 
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loudly. He is beautiful. His hand starts to stroke at my flesh, 
along the side of my thigh and around my body. | want him. 
When his fingers touch me gently, | tell him. 


“You can if you want to.” 


He pushes inside. | close my eyes and feel the tip of his 
finger moving slowly over the inside flesh of my body. He 
goes deeper, my legs widen. 


“You can...” | whisper again. “If you want to.” 


A second finger pushes in. | breathe, trying to relax. | can 
feel the mixture of his spit with the sweat and desire of my 
body, penetrating me now. A third finger touches my flesh. | 
push my hands down hard on the wooden bench that 
Supports me. | am still sucking, but my mouth starts to fill 
with noise. 


“Ssshh!” he says. “Don’t worry.” 


His finger presses against the thin strips of flesh that keep 
me closed and compact. It loosens me. | close my eyes and 
feel how he penetrates me. The scrape of his nail inside me 
hurts, but | refuse to say no. | am already in this too deep. 


“You have a hot body,” he tells me. “I can tell you’re a 
swimmer.” 


His fingers stay inside me as | hear his shuffles. His body is 
moving. | keep my eyes closed, waiting until | can feel the 
pressure. He is kneeling behind me now, my body 
positioned neatly along the bench, my face pushing into the 
wall. His cock is hard and moist. | feel it as he enters me. 
One push, one movement and suddenly everything comes 
rushing up through the base of my cock, spurting out across 
the wooden slats and 


dripping to the floor. | turn and stare at him with shocked 
eyes only to see him smile. 


“I’m so sorry,” | cry. “I wanted to...” 
“Ssshh!” 


His hand reaches forward and touches my lips. | can smell it, 
taste it. It tastes of me. As he pulls out, he smiles. His cock 
is still hard. 


“Did you come?” | ask. 
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“| don’t need to.” 
“But...” 

“Ssshh!” 


He kisses me. Our kisses are deep. | never want our kisses 
to end. 


“I can’t believe...” 


“I know,” he laughs. 
“What if someone had come in?” 
“What if!” 


| watch him as he climbs back into his Speedos and tucks 
his hardened cock clean away. 


“PIL see you around,” he whispers. 
“But...” 


| lean forward to grab him and kiss him one last time, but he 
misses my desires. Too soon his body is gone and | am left 
alone in the heat of the sauna where discarded come rests 
drying between my legs. | rub it between my fingers and lift 
it to my lips. It tastes good. 


| try to imagine what he looks like, what he feels like now, as 
the coldness of the shower slowly works to wash all my 
memories away. | hate this morning. | hate this pool. 


“You'll catch your death there, man!” 

| refuse to open my eyes. The voice speaks louder. 

“I hear you were chatting to Blake in the sauna last week.” 
| look. 
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“Who?” 


The man stands with a towel wrapped tightly around his 
waist, his one arm leaning high up against the wall. The 
hairs on his chest glisten with droplets of warm water. 


“Blake. The tall dude. Good bod. Swims in lane 3, not with 
the squad.” 


“Do you know him?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Have you seen him? Where is he today? Is he here? I’ve 
been trying to find him.” 


The man laughs. He removes his towel and stands there. His 
cock dangles down. 


“I’ve no idea. He doesn’t come that often.” 


He smiles and turns. | watch as he walks toward the sauna 
door. He grasps hold of the handle. Naked, he turns once 
again to face me. 


“Not like me. | come all the time.” 
My body moves, slowly. The movement starts to warm me. 


“Jeez, man!” | mutter sadly to myself. “This place has to be 
the cruisiest fucking place around.” 


A sudden gush of steam hits me. | look into the grayness, 
see the silhouetted face of the man staring out at me. | can 
see him sitting on the wooden bench stroking his cock. | 
enter. 
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VOLLEYS AND TOUCHDOWNS 
BY BA TORTUGA 


Jackson tapped his feet on the rungs of his barstool, hands 
wrapped around his cue stick. 


The remains of the Monday night football game party lay all 
over the den, popcorn bowls empty, the big nacho plate 
covered with a sticky layer of cheese residue. 


Mitch was the only one left, the rest of the guys taking off 
once the post-game show was over. Jackson kinda liked it 
that way; he and Mitch felt easy. Good. Even if he was 
gonna kill the man for flipping channels until he found some 
Australian tennis match. 


“How can you stand that pussy shit?" 


He got flipped off, Mitch's blue-blue eyes just rolling. "God- 
for-fucking-bid you should have to watch a sport that 
requires thought and skill, dickhead." 


"Oh, blow me. Football takes a lot more thought than 
chasing a little, bouncy ball all over a court." And it took 
padding. So there. 


"Bullshit." Mitch bent over the table, lined up his shot. Okay, 
so pussy tennis gave a man great thighs. So what? "You got 
too much sense knocked out of you. |, at least, had to own 
up to every shot | missed. | couldn't blame it on the guy 
next to me." 


"Well, that's not exactly impressing me with your 
intelligence. | mean, | could blame the line if | got sacked." 
Which he had. Too many times to mention. "You'll never 
make that shot." 


"Fuck off, man. You bet your ass l'Il make it." Mitch stretched 
out, going up on tiptoe. 


"You just can't admit you aren't athletic enough to run 
around in the heat trying to have a perfect backswing." 


"And you couldn't handle playing on an icy field in twenty 
below." 


God, that man had a fine ass. Jackson sighed. And that 
thought and a dollar would get him a cup of coffee. 


"Tennis balls don't bounce worth shit on ice." Mitch took the 
shot and fucking made it. 


Asshole. 


"No. And football pads don't go well in the heat. You're 
comparing apples to oranges. I, at least, am talking 
technical stuff." 


Mitch walked around the table. "There's a shit-load of skill in 
tennis, man. The game's faster moving, there's more action, 
it takes speed and quick decisions. You already know the 
play before you play it; you just have to not fuck it up." 
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Willing the guy to miss so he could get a few shots in 
himself, Jackson nodded. "And in football you have to 
coordinate all those other players and make snap decisions 
and all kinds of shit could go wrong." 


Yeah, so he also wanted Mitch to stop shooting so he could 
stop staring at that ass. It did him no good. None. 


"You're just jealous because | don't have to wear all that 
heavy crap and that ugly helmet." Ha! The shot went wide 
and Mitch leaned against the wall, reaching for his longneck. 


"Or because the people | teach these days don't have to 
wear it." 


"Why would that make me jealous? You have to wear those 
white shorts." Before he set up his shot he grabbed the 
remote and switched to a rehash of the Raiders game. 


"Hey! That was a good volley you just turned off!" 


Mitch upended the beer, long throat working enough to 
distract fucking Gandhi or some other really Zen-type guy. 
Glad as Hell he was shooting, Jackson bent over the table, 
willing his dick to go down. "Yeah, just like Chinese ping 


pong." 
"Which, if | remember from high school, asshole, you sucked 
at too." 


There. He sank the seven and headed around the table, 
scowling at the TV. "Okay, what the fuck is that?" 


Mitch looked over, tilting his head. "Viagra commercial, 
maybe? The guys are all doing the 'gee, | got some’ grin." 


"No, | mean you changed the channel again, dickhead." He 
grinned, pushing and pushing. 


Mitch just cracked him up. 


"Me? Change the channel? Violate the almighty clicker?" 
Man, butter wouldn't melt in that mouth. 


He knew better. No. No thinking of Mitch's mouth. "You did. 
It's back on that tennis thing." Sinking another ball, Jackson 
circled the table and advanced on Mitch, intent on stealing 
the remote back. 


"You must have turned it subconsciously. Wanting to watch, 
you know?" The remote slid behind Mitch's back, into one 
pocket. 


"Don't make me come after that thing. | may have been a 
quarterback, but | know how to tackle." Mitch feinted and 
Jackson lunged. His shoulder was blown, not his knees. 
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Fuck, Mitch was fast, just barely brushing by, close enough 
that his fingers caught the edge of Mitch's belt, whirling the 
man around. They smacked together like a linebacker and 
an offensive guard, their breath whooshing out. Jackson 
grabbed Mitch's arms to hold him up as they bounced. 


Mitch looked stunned, gasping like a fish out of water, sort 
of blinking at him. "Damn." 


"Sorry." He wasn't. Not really. He'd been wanting ever since 
he'd been the captain of the football team and Mitch had 
been a rich kid with a tennis coach for a dad. He'd take 
being able to cop a feel now and then. 


"Liar." Now that wasn't at all what he thought he'd hear. 


Jackson looked Mitch right in the eye, though, and nodded. 
"Yep. Through my teeth." 


"Pushy bastard." Mitch stepped forward, rock-hard thighs 
meeting his, heat just flaring in those eyes. "Always using 
brute fucking force." 


"| can finesse..." He'd been able to put a spin on a ball that 
would stay precise from the fifty yard line to the end zone. 
His cock throbbed, pushing up against his thin sweats, 
pressing against Mitch's tennis muscles. 


"Prove it." That fucking tennis pro tan was obscene and 
perfect up close, the lines beside Mitch's eyes deep from 
squinting, from laughing. 


Oh, God. Prove finesse when he just wanted to eat the man 
up? Jackson took a deep 


breath, calming down as much as he could before setting 
his mouth to Mitch's, aiming to prove he could kiss as well 
as he used to play football. 


Mitch gave up a little moan, just enough to prove that he 
wasn't alone in this game, before making him push for it, 
making him work for it. Fuck, yeah. He slipped his tongue 
between Mitch's lips, tasting beer and popcorn, grabbing 
Mitch's ass and lifting, rubbing. 


He'd imagined it a million times. The reality was better. 


Oh, shit. That running and stopping and turning made that 
sweet, little butt rock hard, cheeks fitting in his hands. Mitch 
was right there, pulling on his tongue a little before letting 
go, the kiss going back and forth between them. 


He'd never been one to lie down and bottom, so he kissed 
even harder, squeezing that fine butt, letting his teeth 
bruise Mitch's lower lip. Damn. Hot. Good. 


"Did | already call you a pushy bastard?" Fingers slid over 
his bare scalp, pushing at the hint of stubble before tugging 
him closer. "Sexy motherfucker. Thought you'd sit on the 
fucking sidelines forever." 
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"| thought you weren't interested." How long? How long had 
they been looking and looking and not touching? Now, 


though, they were gonna score. Jackson slid one hand up 
Mitch's back, hand pressing between his shoulder blades, 
taking another kiss, then 


another. Soft, wet, Mitch's lips were addictive. 


The more they kissed, the closer Mitch pushed, the tissue- 
paper jeans just keeping that prick away from him, that 
tight little ass covered up. Finally he kinda snapped, 
realizing that his play strategy was fucked. Naked first. Then 
crawl into each other's skin. He pushed Mitch back until he 
thunked against the pool table and wrenched his mouth 
away from the kiss, frantically working the button and 
zipper on those jeans. 


Mitch pulled Jackson's t-shirt off, pulling his fingers away 
from the long line of heat that was so fucking close. Bastard 
just laughed when he growled too. Tease. 


"You'd better watch it, buddy. I've waited too long as it is." 
He growled, reaching again for the line of pale blonde hair 
trailing down Mitch's belly, feeling it catch on his calluses. 


"| haven't played full-contact sports in a long, long time, 
Jacky-boy. I'm trying to see if there's anything in it for me." 
Mitch stretched, arching just right under his touch. 


"Trust me. There'll be something in you." God, that man. 
Jackson let himself look. Really look. Long, lean, with blonde 
pubes, Mitch had nothing in common his own wide chest 


and shoulders, brown goatee and shaved head. Finally he 
obeyed his twitching fingers and reached down, cupping 
Mitch's cock, his balls. 


Oh, now. Look at that. Mitch pushed into his fingers like a 
Skin after a good snap, solid and sure, pushing right into his 


palm. Eager for the next play. 


Squeezing a little, he moved as Mitch spread his thighs, 
stepping between them, feeling warm, hairy skin on his hips 
and legs. So warm. And the scent of Mitch's need was gonna 
kill him. 


"Fuck. Don't stop. You've got amazing fucking hands." Mitch 
groaned, moaning, ass sliding on the felt. "For a football 
jock." 


"Asshole." He did stop, just for a minute, his hands sliding 
around to cup that amazing ass again, lifting and pulling as 
he bent. Then he started touching again, this time with his 
mouth. 


"Jackson!" Those strong fingers wrapped around his head, 
gripping him as those thighs were raised up and back. 
Strong and flexible. 


Moaning, he sucked Mitch in, licking the underside, grunting 
at the taste. Hot, sharp and bitter, but so good it made his 
cock ache. Mitch started rocking, pushing and whimpering 
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and sliding and begging and fuck, he'd wanted to know, so 
fucking long. Needed to 


know. 


Those sounds. Jackson could live for those sounds. He 
sucked harder, pulling at Mitch's flesh, begging for it. 


"Gonna. Oh, fuck, Jacky. Gonna." That too-classy voice was 
back to raw and wanton, the sound burning right into his 
brain. 


“"Mmmhmm." He wanted it. Needed it. Maybe it wasn't 
smart, or safe, but Mitch was his best friend. He wouldn't 
hurt Jackson for the world. Jackson licked the vein along the 
underside of that long cock, sealed his lips tight and bobbed 
up and down. 


"Oh." That one fucking sound was like the still in the 
stadium during that game-saving kick -- it lasted for-fucking- 
ever and then he got what he needed, Mitch, hot and salty 
and strong, pouring right into him. 


Jackson took it all, licking Mitch clean, feeling like he'd 
scored the game winning 


touchdown with ten seconds left in the game. 


"Jackson. Damn. |. Damn." Flushed and panting, Mitch 
looked fine spread out on his table. 


"What? You what, Mitch? What are you gonna do for me?" 
He knew he had to push it, had to keep the one-upmanship 
going. There were rules, even when everything changed, 
rules of sportsmanship. It would keep them steady while 
they got used to this whole new play. 


Those bright eyes just sparked, Mitch sitting up on his 
elbows. "I'm going to show you exactly what firm grip 
means, helmet head." 


"Yeah? Gonna show me your backhand?" Fuck, the man had 
the sexiest grin. Jackson started to pant, face hot, chest 
flushing dark. 


“Forehand, stud. Turn around and step back against me, 
Jacky. Gonna make you ask me please." Mitch pulled him 
down, gave him another hard, deep kiss. 


He kissed back before pulling away and doing as he was 
told, a little hesitant, but game to see what Mitch had in 
mind. 


Mitch scooted up, wrapped around him, all that hot skin 
plastered against him. "You feel good, Jacky." 


Then that left hand wrapped around his cock, stronger than 
he imagined, tendons 


standing out on the strong wrist as Mitch's hand started to 
move. 
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"Oh. Fuck." He just stared. That was all he could do. 


"You fucking know it. Be the best fucking handjob you've 
ever imagined." Those sharp teeth ghosted over his 
shoulder, teasing him. 


"Oh," he tried for offhand, but his voice cracked. "I've 
imagined pretty hard. You'd best do good, buddy." 


“How long have you imagined, Jacky?" Mitch got hold of his 
earlobe, tugging. 


"Since..." Uhn. He tried to concentrate, but all of his blood 
went south, pooling in his cock. "Since college. Remember 
when I came to see you in that tournament?" 


"Yeah, | took second. | remember. You looked like a brick 
shithouse." 


"And you looked like a Greek god, man. All tanned and 
golden." He'd just tumbled for Mitch, then gone back to 
Mississippi State and thrown his best year ever. 


That hand. Fuck him. If Mitch's other hand hadn't been on 
his hip, his knees would've buckled. "We've missed some 
time, but this'll do." 


"This is more than doing it. Trust me." Mitch's thumb 
scraped over his slit and Jackson's eyes rolled, his hips 
pumping in time with his heartbeat. 


"That's it. Fuck yes." Mitch pushed closer, cock sliding on his 
ass. 


"Mitch. | can't...l think I'm gonna." He sounded just like 
Mitch had a few minutes earlier, broken and raw, teetering 
right on the edge. 


"Come on, stud. Fucking show me and then l'Il let you drag 
my ass upstairs and fuck it." 


He lost it on the last downstroke, the moment Mitch's 
fingers hit the base of his cock. His balls drew up hard as 
stones and he came like a linebacker falling on a 
quarterback, everything in him churning as he shot. 


"Mmm. That set belonged to me." Wet fingers slid up his 
belly, his chest, Mitch leaning to lick and suck them clean. 


"Uh huh. Game, set, match. Jesus, Mitch." 
His jaw got a kiss, quiet, soft. "Yeah. Upstairs?" 


"Mmmhmm." He turned, taking a kiss of his own before 
pulling Mitch up off the pool table. They'd talk later. Sooner 
or later they always managed to get the conversation shit 
done. For now he'd settle for knowing he'd finally scored. 


Play Ball - 36 


"I'll even let you serve." 
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STILL IN THE GATE 

BY VINCENT DIAMOND 


“Pop, you want to come look at these stallions with me?” 
Marcus Denton asked. 


“| believe l'Il sit right here and watch these girlies in their 
little boots and tight pants,” the senior Denton answered. In 
the covered riding arena in front of them a few horses and 
riders were warming up, lifting easily over four foot practice 
jumps. The riders weren’t in their show stock - just tan 
riding breeches and paddock boots, but the pants snugged 
on their curved hips. 


l’d forgotten how nice those breeches fit — even on girls. 
I’ve spent too many years at the track watching jockeys in 
their silks. 


“All right, l'Il catch you later.” Marcus clambered down the 
steel bleachers, taking care not to startle the big jumpers in 
the ring. They snorted as they cantered by, a steady whuff 
of sound that was a comfort to Marcus. 


“Don’t you go signing no contracts without asking me!” 


“Got it.” Marcus kept his voice even with effort. Twenty-eight 
years old, he was itching to run their thoroughbred farm on 
his own, but his father still ruled the four hundred acres they 
had up in Ocala. 


The Winter Equestrian Festival, which ended in Tampa every 
March, was a good place to look for stallions. It was time to 


bring back in some weight and stamina to their 


bloodlines. Often a sport-horse Thoroughbred stallion, 
especially from a line that 


produced heavy-haunched good jumpers, could nick with a 
mare and produce stellar 


foals. His father didn’t look at the videos that various farms 
had sent them; Marcus knew two of the stallions would be at 
this week’s show. 


Marcus went on the hunt. 


The Florida State Fairgrounds, just east of Tampa, has a 
scruffy equestrian center. Its five barns are built of rough 
concrete block, each stall is a small-ish twelve by twelve. 
Most exhibitors brought their own thick rubber floormats to 
add to their hay; it protected the horses’ legs from the 
unforgiving flooring. Marcus found Princeton Review in Barn 


Three, but was unimpressed. In person, the stallion had a 
reedy look through the chest, so Marcus gave the owner a 
polite handshake and said goodbye. He checked his 
program 


book; Knockaround Farms had twelve stalls in Barn Two. 
When he arrived, the stallion, Gabriel’s Demon, was in the 
outdoor warm-up ring, trotting around the arena with a long 
stride. 


Gabriel’s Demon was a stunning gray with a silver mane 
and tail and the required red knot braided into his tail to 
show he was a kicker. He was listed at seventeen and a half 
hands, a huge horse, but his conformation was so balanced 
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got up close. He wore a flashy red canvas bridle and 
matching saddle pad with the 


Knockaround Farms logo on it. 


His rider was a sturdy-looking man, perhaps five years older 
than Marcus. The pair were a hundred yards away and 
Marcus watched the rider’s seat with some envy. He was 


sitting the trot like a dressage rider, back straight, shoulders 
squared, no easy task on an animal striding out like this 
stallion was. As they moved by, Marcus gave the rider a 
little head nod and got one in return. 


Beneath the riding helmet the man’s eyes were blue below 
sandy eyebrows. His hair was hidden, that short. His posture 
had a ramrod vibe to it. 


Ex military? 


The stallion sprang into a choppy canter. His rider rode two- 
point for a few strides then sat down. Gabriel jerked his 
head from side to side and snorted, his strides slowed then 
sped up, slowed then sped up; he wanted to run. 


As they passed Marcus again, he heard the man’s voice. 
“Easy, easy.... Quiet now, 


Gabby, easy.” Marcus noticed that his reins were just in 
contact with the horse, he wasn’t jerking on the bit to slow 
the animal down, he was using his legs and his seat to settle 
the horse. 


He must have great thighs. 


A few lovers had moved in and out of Marcus’ little cottage 
on the north side of the property over the years: Jerry, a 


horse transport driver who was gone five days out of seven; 
Robert, a sinewy jockey who had won some races for the 
stable until a badly 


broken leg ended his riding career; and Miguel, a slim Latino 
groom who stayed a 


summer and then moved on. Marcus spent some weekends 
at the bars in Atlanta or 


palmed himself into sleep most nights. 
It'd be nice if he was available — and gay. 


In the ring, Gabriel finally cantered easily. One-two-three, 
one-two-three, the gentle rhythm that charmed Marcus’ 
dreams. They floated by and the man looked relaxed, as if 
he was watching a Sunday game on his recliner. 


They had just moved past Marcus again when Gabriel 
stumbled. He jerked down to one 


knee, kicking up sand, giving an unsettled snort as he went 
down. His rider stayed in the saddle, thrust forward onto his 
neck, but still seated. He let Gabriel take two steps then 
dismounted. 


Marcus walked over to them, concerned. 
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The rider looped the reins over the horse’s head; he had to 
stand on tiptoe to do it. 


Gabriel blew out his nostrils, seeming impatient. The rider 
made Gabriel walk in a circle around him, watching his left 
front leg. 


Marcus called over. “What do you think?” 
“I need to check his shoes. Do you know horses?” 


“Sure.” Marcus squeezed through the arena’s railing and 
moved over to the pair. Up 


close, the man was solid and imposing. Five-foot-nine with a 
sturdy build. A whiff of sunscreen wafted off him, coconut- 
scented. The rider’s blue eyes shone against his 


tanned skin. He had a slender nose, regal-looking, and his 
chin was sharp. Every plane of his face was crisp and 
angular. 


Marcus took the stallion’s reins and held the animal steady. 
The other man lifted each hoof and tested the horse’s 
shoes. 


“They all seem to be tight. Maybe it was just a stumble.” 
“Want me to trot him out for you?” 
“Please.” 


Marcus moved the horse off, then turned to trot him in front 
of the other man. The 


arena’s sand was thick and unwieldy. He reversed, did the 
same movement back. 


“I think he’s fine,” the rider called. 
“This sand is pretty clunky. Need a leg up?” Marcus offered. 


The other man grinned. “It’s either that or walk back to the 
barn to find a mounting stool. 


Thanks.” 


Marcus handed back the reins and noticed the other man’s 
strangely mottled hands. 


Creamy skin mixed in with normal brown, blotched like a 
pinto. Odd. Marcus let his gaze sweep down the man’s white 
riding breeches, snug on his solid thighs, the knee-high, 
black boots tight on his calves. 


Nice. 


When he saw the rider had the reins gathered, Marcus 
moved behind the other man, 


cupped the rider’s lower left calf and lifted. The man was up 
and settled in the saddle in two seconds. 


“Thanks.” The rider leaned down and they shook hands. 
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“Marcus Denton, Leprechaun Farms.” 

“Philip Massein, rider-for-hire, no farms.” 

“I actually came to see Gabriel. We’re looking for studs.” 


“You'll have to talk with Mrs. Reese; I’m just the hired help.” 
Gabriel tossed his head, flinging spit on Michael’s arm. 
“Time to get back to it.” 


“Good luck with your class.” 


“Thanks!” They cantered away, kicking up dust, Gabriel’s 
tail swishing. Marcus’ throat went tight. 


Marcus happily sat on the show ring’s bleachers and 
watched Philip and Gabriel’s 


Demon win their jumping class, flowing over the five-foot 
plus jumps with no faults. 


There wasn’t even a jump-off; Philip won flat out. 


After the class, Philip disappeared. Marcus watched Gabriel 
getting a scrubdown at the wash racks, but his gaze flicked 
around, looking for Philip. 


It’s like being in junior high again, waiting for the 
quarterback to show up after the game. 


He flipped through the show program to a four-line bio on 
Philip. A Philadelphia native, riding since he was a toddler, 
alternate for the 1992 Olympics, went pro at age twenty, 
worked the A-circuit Grand Prix in show jumping, thirty-eight 
years old. The photo 


showed a man with a warm smile and the crinkled face of an 
outdoorsman. 


O /der than I thought. And no mention of wife and kids. 
Maybe?? 


Back at the barn, Marcus hung out with the Knockaround 
Farms grooms. Gabriel was led into his stall, still-damp, and 
he promptly rolled in the shavings. The golden sawdust 
clung to his gray coat so thickly that he looked like a 
palomino. When Marcus saw Philip striding down the 
walkway toward them he had to consciously slow down his 
breathing. 


Stop it. You’re a grown-up; act like one. 


His heart wasn’t grown-up though, judging by the way it 
hammered at him as Philip drew closer. Philip smiled as he 
saw Marcus and put out a hand. “Good to see you again.” 


“Nice win! Congratulations on the class,” Marcus replied. He 
held Philip’s hand just for that extra half-second, looking for 
the signal in return. 


“Thanks. Did you watch?” Philip smiled and held Marcus’ 
gaze and hand. His blue polo shirt set off his blue eyes — 
the color of bleached denim. The V of his shirt collar Play 
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revealed more blotched skin, the dark of his tan in contrast 
to the creamy near-albino shade of the patches. He wore 
loose khakis, to Marcus’s disappointment. He’d showered, 
too; Marcus smelled soap on the other man’s skin and more 
sunscreen. 


“Sure, in the stands.” 


“I never look at the crowd when I’m competing; it’s just me 
and the horse and the jumps when I’m out there.” 


“It shows. You’ve got good concentration.” 
“Did you see Gabby up close and personal?” 
“Not yet.” 


Philip spoke to one of the grooms. “Bring out Gabby so Mr. 
Denton can see him, please. 


And a grooming kit so we can brush him out.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


Once the horse was cross-tied and secure, Marcus spoke. 
“Tell me what you know about him.” He picked the shavings 
out of the stallion’s ribboned mane. He was extra careful; 
racehorses didn’t get their manes braided and twisted like 
this and he didn’t want to screw up someone else’s hard 
work. 


“I know he’s fourteen years old...“ 
“Fourteen!? Isn’t that old to be still working?” Marcus asked. 


“Not for a show jumper. We've got fifteen-year-olds on the 
circuit. It’s not like racing thoroughbreds where the horses 
wear out after four years.” 


“I work with After the Track, the non-profit. We retrain them 
for hunter-jumper sports and steeplechasing.” 


“That’s good to hear,” Philip smiled. “About Gabby. He’s out 
of Bressler’s Pariah and Corinthian Leather bloodlines and 
he’s even-tempered for a stallion. Other than that, | can only 
tell you how to ride him. Do you ride?” 


“Just hacking. | let the exercise boys and the jockeys do the 
hard work on the racetrack.” 


“Which farm did you say?” 
“Leprechaun. We’re up in Ocala.” 
“Any big horses?” 
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“We've got Little Missy; she won the Jockey Gold Cup two 
years ago. And Darth Vader, standing stud.” 


“Darth Vader! Even I’ve heard of him. Won the Wood 
Memorial, didn’t he?” 


“Yeah, in ’91. We're proud of him. How about you? Had any 
big rides?” 


“They’re all big rides on the A circuit. No more ponies.” 
Philip grinned. They started grooming the horse, using the 
curry combs first, Marcus on the horse’s right side, Philip on 
the left. . 


Their hands brushed against each other as they worked on 
Gabby’s back. Marcus warmed from the inside, that buzzing 
thrill of attraction gurgled in his stomach. 


Oh, this looks promising. 


“...and after high school, | just went straight into the 
circuits. When Dad died the money was gone, so Mom 
couldn’t exactly bitch about me not going to college. It’s 
worked out,” 


Philip said. They had chatted amiably as they worked — 
about horses and growing up 


around them, about Philip’s memorable rides. 
Marcus took a deep breath. “No wife and kids?” 


“Not on my agenda.” Philip’s blue-eyed gaze fell on him 
again, direct over Gabby’s 


broad haunches. “Is it on yours?” 
“No, absolutely not.” 


Marcus felt up and down Gabby’s long legs and pressed one 
hand to his broad chest. The horse was solid, no doubt. 


Philip’s touch was light on the animal, his blotchy hands 
moving smoothly. By the time they finished brushing off 
Gabby, the horse was nearly 


asleep, utterly relaxed. 


“He’s so calm,” Marcus commented. At that moment, Gabby 
dropped from his sheath 


and his thick penis dangled inches from the ground. 


“And now he’s showing you the goods. What do you think?” 
Philip grinned. 


“I think he’s hung like a horse.” 


They laughed. Gabby raised his head a little, then dropped it 
back down. 


“You've seen everything you need to. Let’s put him away,” 
Philip said, and wiggled his eyebrows. 
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Marcus moved to the horse’s left side. Not just to be closer 
to Philip, but to be on the correct side for horse handling. 


They were almost back to his stall when some idiot in the 
parking lot let a tailgate slam down onto the ground. The 
metallic crash woke up every horse in the barn area; there 
were snorts and the sounds of quick movement up and 
down the walkway. Gabby yanked 


his head back and jerked to the left. He slammed Philip and 
Marcus into the wall; Marcus felt the rough concrete scrape 
open his left arm. Gabby kept them pinned for a few 


seconds, nostrils blowing, his big, brown eyes lurching from 
side to side. Philip was pressed against Marcus’ side for a 
few pleasant seconds, warm and vital. Marcus felt his torso 
flush. 


“Hey, Gabby boy, it’s all right, everything’s okay.” Philip put 
one splotched hand on Gabby’s neck and spoke quietly. 
“Easy, big boy, step away, now, step away.” With 


Philip’s light pressure on his shoulder, Gabby relaxed and 
stepped back. 


Philip looked over at Marcus. “Sorry ‘bout that.” 
“lm not.” 
And that was how it started. 


They left Gabby in his stall and strolled the fairgrounds 
outside the equestrian center, the closed-up exhibits looking 
forlorn in the afternoon sun. Marcus occasionally bumped 


against Philip’s shoulder or let his hand brush against 
Philip’s hip. Marcus felt a prickle of sweat ease down his 
back. 


Just like junior high again. 


They stopped at the gazebo outside the Florida history 
exhibit. Brown lattice surrounded the wood decking and 
golden pothos had snaked over the panels to create privacy. 


Marcus nodded toward the shady enclave. Inside the air was 
green and gold from the 


vine’s leafy shield. 


They sat at a picnic table inside the gazebo, feet on the 
bench, legs apart. Marcus 


deliberately pressed against Philip, no subtlety this time. He 
took Philip’s hand in his and ran his fingers over the 
blotches on the other man’s skin. “So, what is this exactly?” 


“Vitiligo,” Philip answered. “It’s a defect in the 
pigmentation. | don’t produce melanin anymore, so I’ve got 
this pinto effect.” 


“That’s why the sunscreen?” 
“Sunscreen a//the time.” 
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Marcus raised Philip’s hand to his and kissed it gently. “l 
think you’re gorgeous — pinto, palomino or bay.” 


“You’re pretty gorgeous yourself.” Philip held his hand, 
strong fingers intertwined 


against Marcus’s own. “I could use an escort for the awards 
banquet tonight. Care to join me?” 


“I thought Mrs. Reese had dibs on you for tonight.” Marcus 
replied. 


“She might be selling, but I’m not buying.” 
“So what are you in the market for?” 


Philip gripped Marcus’ hand and pressed closer. His gaze 
traveled over Marcus’ body, a small smile on his face. 
“Something a little more masculine, | think.” 


“Ya think?” Marcus eased over on the bench between 
Philip’s legs. He caught the 


coconut scent of the sunscreen again, then was lost in the 
smell of Philip’s clean skin and hair. Marcus brushed his lips 
over Philip’s burred haircut; the stiff, short hairs tickled his 
mouth. He wrapped his arms around Philip’s waist and 
tugged Philip tightly against his own pelvis. 


Philip stroked up Marcus’ arms to his shoulders. “God, 
you've got great arms.” 


“No more talk. Kissing. Now.” Marcus swooped down and 
feathered a kiss on Philip’s 


forehead. The scent-taste of the bitter sunscreen made him 
grimace and then he was lost in the butterfly kisses and 
Philip’s soft lips, his warm tongue, the thick sparkle of them 
together. Marcus’ cock stirred inside his loose jeans. 


Philip moaned and Marcus felt the vibration in his own 
mouth. Marcus pressed Philip 


down on the table, their bellies together, and Philip wrapped 
his legs over Marcus’ waist. 


Philip’s grip was tight around him; he doubted he could lift 
away, not that he wanted to. 


| was right. Great thighs. 


Marcus lifted up from their kisses. Philip’s lips were wet, 
slick. His pupils were huge in the dim light of the gazebo. He 
tightened around Marcus’ waist with his legs, smiling at 
Marcus’ wince. “I’ve got you now,” Philip said, his voice 
husky and dark. 


“You gonna ride me like you rode Gabby?” 


“Count on it.” Philip palmed one hand over the front of his 
pants, his eyes half-closed, his mouth open. “Show me 
something, Marcus.” 


“You serious?” Marcus asked. 
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Marcus flashed on those stupid porn videos he’d seen where 
guys went nuts at the sight of cock, but those were always 
so fake and the men always looked stoned and rundown. 


This was real, aching real. Philip was right in front of him, 
stroking himself, unzipping even as Marcus watched. When 
he saw Philip’s pale cock rise from his pant — pink, 


white, splotched--that was enough. 
Marcus glanced over his shoulder — no one in sight. 
God, this Is crazy. 


Crazy but exciting. Something deep in his belly lurched 
upward as he undid the top 


button of his jeans. His fingers trembled as he worked down 
the zipper; the sound was huge in the afternoon, like 
thunder. 


Marcus’ hard cock pushed up out of his briefs, the elastic 
pulled away from his belly. 


Philip swallowed. Marcus tugged down the front of his shorts 
to show himself. Desire heated him: his belly, his testicles, 


his cock all tingled as blood pumped into his groin. 


His cock bobbed back and forth a little, stirring, thickening, 
growing even harder as Marcus saw Philip’s face. 


A face of near-feral desire, flushed. A fine sheen of sweat 
gleamed on Philip’s forehead. 


The other man licked his lips, his eyes never leaving 
Marcus’s erection. “Oh, my God, you’re beautiful,” Philip 
whispered. 


“You like what you see?” Marcus’s words came out guttural 
and deep. 


“Yas,” 


“You wanna do more than look at me?” Marcus’ cock rose 
straight up, the tip glistening in the dim light. 


“Come here.” Philip motioned with one hand and kept the 
other working up and down. 


Marcus stepped over, knees shaking. Philip spread his thighs 
and Marcus moved in 


between them. He didn’t know what to do with his hands, so 
he just settled them on 


Philip’s shoulders. Philip’s fingers spread over Marcus’ chest 
and belly. 


Philip let Marcus’ cock bob around his face. He pressed one 
cheek then the other against it, rubbed it against his 
forehead, wetting his skin with the fluid from Marcus’ tiny 
Slit. 


Marcus could only groan. Philip pressed his lips to Marcus’s 
pubic hair. 


Philip’s hands trembled as he rubbed Marcus’s cock 
between them; his lips quivered 


when he finally kissed the tip of Marcus’ cock. His lips were 
so soft and the moment was Play Ball - 46 


so sweet that Marcus’ cock jerked in Philip’s grip, pulsing 
upward. Philip kissed up and down the thick shaft first, then 
he used his tongue underneath, pulling down a little to 
reach the top, moving his sun-warmed face to get access. 


Philip took the tip of Marcus’ cock into his mouth. His eyes 
were closed, his dark lashes lay against his face, his lips 
rounded. Philip started to suckle and Marcus felt himself 
grow longer and harder at the touch. 


“It’s not gonna take much to get me off,” Marcus whispered 


“Just give me some warning,” Philip said, his words fast and 
hard. He wrapped one hand over Marcus and started to pull 
and rub. 


Marcus let it happen. His head fell back and he gripped 
Philip’s shoulders to keep his balance. Every single 
sensation felt doubled, tripled; the puff of Philip’s warm 
breath at the base of his cock, the twinge in his sore left 
shoulder as he tightened down to keep himself from 
grabbing Philip’s head. Even the cotton of his shorts rolled 
down his thighs felt soft, sensual somehow. 


Philip’s spit covered him; he was wet all the way up and 
down and Philip kept working him, breathing hard as he 
tugged. Marcus felt it start in his belly, that first tickle of 
fierce pleasure, the tingle of hot feeling to his balls and he 


barely got the words out, it happened so fast. “Oh, Philip, 
I’m coming, Philip, please, I’m coming!” He spurted into 
Philip’s warm mouth, felt the other man grip him tighter and 
swallow him down. His cock jerked, over and over, the long, 
sweet pulse of orgasm making his belly heave, his hands 
tighten down on Philip’s shoulders. 


Philip gave a little cough, but he kept working and then he 
just rested, still, with Marcus’ 


soft cock in his mouth, his eyes open and gazing up. 
It made Marcus’ knees give out. 


He lurched to the bench, awkward and off-balance. Philip 
wrapped his arms over 


Marcus’ shoulders and pulled him closer. Marcus fastened 
his mouth on Philip’s warm 


neck and sucked. When he got his breath back, he kept his 
face down but said the words anyway. “You’re beautiful.” 


Philip kissed him in reply. His eyes were wide, pupils huge in 
the dim light. 


Marcus felt Philip’s hardness pronging up against him. “You 
want to me to take care of you?” 


Philip took some deep breaths and the flush faded from his 
Skin. He met Marcus’ gaze. 


“Do you have a hotel room?” 
“I'll get one.” 
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“The Hard Rock Hotel is right up the road. How about after 
the dinner tonight we go to your room and rock hard?” 


“Sounds good to me. But I’m not sure | want to wait that 
long.” 


“Me neither, but I’m gonna wait.” Philip’s smile was fierce 
and sensual. 


“You know, when | came here looking for studs, | wasn’t 
expecting to find one of my 


own,” Marcus said. 


“I’m glad you were looking. In the meantime, give me 
another kiss to dream on.” 


The sun trickled gold into their little hideaway and in the 
distance a horse whinnied. 


Marcus kissed him, dreaming. 
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HITTING STREAK 

BY JULIA TALBOT 


“Hey, Jose. Would you maybe like to go to a baseball game 
with me?” 


The voice belonged to the new guy, Dave. He had a nice 
voice, Jose thought, smooth as really good tequila, friendly 
and deep. And obviously clueless. 


“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea, Dave.” 


“Oh.” Jose pretty much felt the shape of the air as Dave 
moved back, crossed his arms. 


“Sorry, dude. It’s just the guys said you listened to the 
games on the radio all the time, so | thought...” 


The rest of the guys in the office could be damned cruel 
sometimes. Jose worked not to let the hit show. “I listen to 
them because | can’t watch them, Dave. I’m legally blind.” 


“Fuck, man. | didn’t even know. You do really well.” 


Yeah, he did really well. He’d done better before he took a 
line drive to the bridge of his nose. Two-time college All- 
American, minor league fast mover with the Greenville 


Braves, and now, washed up, blind has-been. All before age 
thirty. 


“Well, now you know.” 

“You used to play, didn’t you?” 

“How can you tell?” 

“Because you have that look. Hungry. | know it well, man.” 


He turned his face toward Dave, just sort of listening, 
straining for a clue. “You do?” 


“Sure. | was a Star football player in high school. My first 
year in college? Blew out my knee. | mean like catastrophic. 
No more pro-ball dreams for me.” 


It came out so matter of fact, so cheerful, that for a minute 
Jose thought Dave must be lying through his teeth. Then he 
got a grip. Why would Dave lie? 


“Yeah. Well, anyway, thanks for the offer, but no.” 


“Hey, it’s not like we can’t still do something. There’s a 
Braves game on tonight, right? 


l'Il bring supper; we can listen to it together.” 


God, he shouldn’t. But that voice really got him. Jose 
shrugged. “Yeah, okay. Sure. As long as you bring Mexican 
food.” 
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A low chuckle sent tingles right up Jose’s spine. “You’re not 
going to believe my green chile chicken enchiladas. What 
time should | be there?” 


“Six? First pitch is as six-thirty.” Somewhere he had little 
cards with his home address. 


Jose fumbled with his wallet, feeling for the raised script 
that...ah ha. “Here. This is my place.” 


“Great.” Warm and rough, Dave’s fingers brushed over his, 
so lightly he almost missed it. “I’ll look forward to it.” 


The subtle hint of Dave’s cologne still lingering in his nose, 
Jose went back to work. 


Grinning. He might just look forward to it too. 
No pun intended. 
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“That’s strike two for Jones, who’s been plagued by injuries 
this year. Good to see him looking healthy. He’s only batting 


.248, but he’s struggling back, with three hits in his last five 
at bats.” 


It was the fifth inning, the Braves were ahead two to four, 
and supper had been 


incredible. Whether Dave made the enchiladas or bought 
them, they were superb. All in all, Jose was a happy man. 


He sprawled on the couch, with Dave in the big chair across 
from him, feet on his coffee table. That was okay, as Jose 
had his feet up there, too, every so often tapping Dave with 
his toes or his ankle. 


Flirting. 
Man, it had been like years since he’d flirted this hard. 


That had the game going on the TV, not the radio, so Dave 
could watch, which actually worked, because Dave was 
good at the play-by-play. Maybe not as good as Skip Carey, 


but he filled in all the things that Jose couldn’t see, including 
the way the current batter dug at his crotch. 


“Okay, I’ve never understood that, man. You were a player. 
Tell me why they do that.” 


He kicked Dave’s foot lightly. “You played football, right. 
That cup is damned 


uncomfortable.” 


“Dude. In football we have so much padding and shit we can 
hardly feel the cup.” 
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“Oh.” 


“Strike three and that retires the side. We'll go to 
commercial now, but stick with us as the Cardinals come up 
to bat in the bottom of the inning.” 


The sound jacked up at least two notches as a beer 
commercial came on and Jose 


smacked the remote, muting the damned thing. “I hate that. 
It’s jarring, you know?” 


“Sure.” 


Jose tilted his head, searching for something to fill the lull, 
settling on, “You know, | don’t even know what you look 
like.” 


Silence reigned for a moment, before Dave drew in a breath. 
“So what, you want to feel my face or something?” 


“No. You’re a good play-by-play man. Give it to me. Head to 
toes.” Somehow it seemed important now, when it hadn’t 
before. 


“Okay. Uh. I’m six-one. Just over one-ninety. | kinda don’t 
have a neck.” 


Chuckling, Jose shifted, letting his toes run down the 
underside of Dave’s foot. 


“Neanderthal, huh? Do you have two eyebrows?” 


“Asshole.” Dave’s laughter flowed as sweet and smooth as 
his voice. Like a great chaser to a shot of Gold. “Yeah. 
They’re brown. Like my hair. Light brown. | have blue eyes, a 
killer smile, and the most annoying chin. It’s like, pointy.” 


“That’s nice. Get to the good stuff.” 


Laughing harder, Dave moved, feet hitting the floor audibly. 
The other side of the couch sagged, the warmth of Dave’s 
body palpable, even three feet away. 


“The good stuff, huh? C’mere.” Cautiously, slowly, Jose 
went, hands out in front of him to feel his way. The forgotten 
remote dangled from his fingers and Dave took it, setting it 
on the table with a thump. “Here. My shoulders are still nice 
and wide.” 


His hands moved as Dave urged them to, settling on wide, 
heavy shoulders. Definitely football shoulders, ever without 
the pads. He tested the muscles under Dave's shirt, digging 
his short nails in a little. Nice. The pecs next, he thought, 
sliding his hands down to test them, feeling Dave's little 
nipples rise under his palms, even through the cloth. 


“If you want I can take my shirt off.” 


Did he want? Jose breathed deep, smelling cologne and a 
hint of sweat, along with a 


deep, male scent that actually had his mouth watering. 
“Yeah,” he said. “Off.” 
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The shirt slid up under his fingers, exposing skin by degrees. 
Smooth, hot, dusted with hair, Dave's chest was a 
sculptured work of art. Who needed baseball players with 
lean torsos or weirdly bulked steroid boys? 


“You stay in shape.” 


Dave pushed at one of his hands until it reached denim, the 
waistband of Dave’s jeans stiff under his fingertips. “I swim. 
| lift. | still like sports.” 


“Uh huh.” Jose got a little distracted by the shape and size 
of Dave’s cock under the tight jeans, the ridge of the zipper 
bending with the force of Dave’s hard-on. He stroked 


aimlessly with his other hand, from nipple to nipple and 
down the trail of hair, the texture of which changed from 
rough to silky as he moved lower and lower. 


The muscles under his touch flexed, Dave’s jeans pulling 
away from his skin so Jose 


could slip his fingers between. No underwear. Oh, hell yes. 
“Want the rest of the good stuff, Jose?” 
“Are you crazy? Of course | do.” 


“Let me...” The zipper rasped loudly, almost covering the 
sound of a very relieved sigh. 


Almost. Dave’s cock pushed up into his hand, hard, uncut, 
nice and thick, crowned by a heavy bush of curls. The smell 
intoxicated him. 


“You're damned pretty, Dave,” he said, giving an 
experimental stroke. 


“Yeah? | pass, huh? Does this mean | get to see you?” 


Squashing the pang of uncertainty, Jose nodded, let Dave 
unbutton his shirt and slide it off, letting go of his prize for 
maybe two seconds. He knew he was in good shape, he 
kept himself that way on the treadmill and the weight 


machines, but it was still, well, he hadn’t seen himself in so 
long. 


“Pants, too, man. | want to see what you home run hitters 
keep in that cup you have to adjust all the time.” 


Without a word he undid his Dockers and pushed them 
down off his legs, lifting his hips to get them under his ass. 
Before he could even blink, Dave was touching him, hard 
palm cradling his cock. 


“Oh, man. Jesus, Jose. Fucking hot.” 


“Hot enough to let me fuck you?” The words came out of left 
field, but Jose meant them. 


He’d never know Dave better than if he felt him from the 
inside out. 
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Every muscle in Dave's body went still. Jose felt his pulse 

speed up, though, the big vein on the underside of Dave’s 
cock throbbing. “Yeah. As long as you’ve got something. | 

didn’t want to jinx it by carrying.” 


He laughed. “Yeah. Yeah, I’ve got some in the bathroom. Let 
me just...” 


“Sure.” 


Okay, it felt weird as hell walking out of the room naked, 
three steps past the coffee table, turn right, eight steps to 
the hall. His cock bobbed in front of him. He got the 
condoms and the little tube of lube and turned back, 
running right into a wide, fuzzy chest. 


“Sorry, man. | couldn’t wait. You have the sweetest ass.” 
Dave cupped his ass like he was proving it, fingers digging 
into the muscles. “Talk about staying in shape.” 


“My treadmill’s on an incline.” Jose felt vulnerable as hell, 
hanging out in space, not quite sure where he was and 
nothing to hold on to but Dave’s shoulders. “Could we go lie 
down?” 


“Oh, yeah. Do I put your hand like this?” Like this had his 
fingers tucked into the crook of Dave’s arm, letting him do 
the holding. 


“Yeah. That works. It’s to the left. The last door.” 


The bedroom was always brighter than the little cave of a 
living room. Jose still saw light and shadow and now he 
could see Dave’s outline. He found the bed, sitting on it, 
holding out his hand, drawing Dave to stand between his 
legs. 


“I wish | could see you.” 


“Me too. But | get to see you.” He jumped as Dave stroked 
his cock, the touch sending his pulse racing again. “And 
taste you.” 


He felt Dave move, slide, and before he could so more than 
gasp, Dave knelt in front of him and took his cock in, mouth 
Sliding down over him in one smooth motion, all the 


way down. Well, not a//the way. He had that much to be 
proud of. Lips and tongue wet and hot and sealing tight, 
Dave really gave it to him, licking and sucking and slurping. 


Fuck. Oh, fuck, it had been too long. 


“No,” he snapped, tugging at Dave’s short hair. “I want to 
fuck you, remember.” 


“Uh huh. | was just greedy.” 


Muscles surged against his legs as Dave stood, pushing him 
back on the bed, big hands skating over Jose’s chest and 
belly. Dave stroked his cock again just for good measure 
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before gently, carefully cupping his balls. He spread like a 
whore, grunting, digging his heels in and pushing up. 


“Come on, Dave.” 


The crinkle of rubber opening had him sighing happily and 
Dave covered him, slicked 


him up and crawled on top of him, thick thighs on either 
side of his. That sweet ass fit into his hands like it was made 
for them, tight, hard, just a little hairy. He spread Dave's 
cheeks, poked at the tight hole. 


“Let me...” Something slid against his cock, Dave’s fingers, 
Sliding in before he could push it, getting that little hole 
open and wet for him and he could feel every move. It was 
the hottest fucking thing in the world. “Okay. Okay, Jose, 
come on!” 


Home run, baby. Punching up with his hips, Jose crossed the 
plate, his cock sliding right in, Dave moaning for him, deep 
and low. Those big hands braced on his chest as Dave 


started to rise and fall, pulling up until he almost slipped out 
before slamming back down. 


Since he couldn’t see, he touched, every straining muscle 
and bead of sweat telling him a story until he got to Dave’s 
face, tracing the grimace of pleasure, feeling Dave’s lips 
close around his fingers just like they had around his cock. 


Jose lost it, bucking, shouting, hips driving harder and 
harder until he couldn’t hold it anymore. He let it fly, filling 
the condom up Dave’s ass. Dave lasted a few beats longer, 
a few hard strokes of Dave’s cock bringing him right along 
so his ass clamped down on 


Jose, making his eyes roll. 


Some things a man didn’t need to see. Dave’s harsh, 
strangled shout told him all he 


needed to know. 
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“Hey, Jose. Wanna go to a ball game with me tonight?” 


“The Braves are out of town, man.” Jose grinned, reaching 
out to stroke the inside of Dave’s thigh, which was exactly 
where he thought it would be, perched on the corner of his 
desk. 


“I know. | have something different in mind. Have you ever 
heard of beeper baseball?” 


His heart kicked up. Yeah, he’d heard, just never had the 
guts to go by himself and play with a bunch of other blind 
guys. “You gonna sponsor me?” 


“Yeah. Yeah, man, | want to see you play. And | figure 
after...” 


“After? | can raise my batting average with you.” 
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Dave laughed, reaching out to take his hand. This time, Jose 
knew he felt it. They had nothing to hide these days. 


“Count on it, man,” Dave replied. "With me, you always 
knock it out of the park.” 
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STICKY WICKET 
BY FIONA GLASS 


Peter watched as the ball he'd just whacked shot into the 
sky, sailed majestically over the cover boundary and came 
down with a resounding tinkle amongst the cars parked on 
the village green. "Oops," he said, and cleared his throat. 
"Which one is it this time?" 


Jeremy, who'd been stood propped on his bat at the other 
end of the pitch, wandered up, swishing the bat and 
decapitating a dandelion en route. "Looks like the bank 
manager's Rolls," he said, squinting against the sun. 


"Oh Lord, that's all | need. Bang goes any chance of a 
mortgage." 


"You shouldn't hit the ball so hard." 


Peter watched some more as an elderly gentleman was 
fetched from the crowd and the 


ball retrieved from a pile of broken glass on the car's back 
seat. "They should give out smaller bats. | can't help it if I'm 
big and strong." 


"Oh yeah," said Jeremy, and something in his tone made 
Peter glance round. 


He found that Jeremy was staring at his legs, neatly encased 
in white. Which was hardly a surprise - they were lovers 
after all - but not what he needed in the middle of a match. 


"Stop it," he muttered, frowning, and got a toothy grin in 
reply. 


"Sorry, mate, can't help it." 


Peter swallowed and eyed Jeremy's own attributes in his 
turn. There was something about cricketing whites that 
showed off an athletic figure to perfection. Those long, long 
legs, tapering down to white shod feet and the pads that 
tied with tape round the back of each slender calf and... He 
swallowed again and was mercifully distracted as the cricket 
ball made a looping reappearance on the pitch. It seemed 
none the worse for its glassy 


escapade and once the umpires had checked it, they 
handed it back to the bowler and 


proceedings began again. 


Jeremy wandered back and Peter tried not to watch the pert 
arse clenching and 


unclenching as he walked. Mustn't lose concentration, he 
told himself. Stay focused, watch the ball... Trouble was, 
Jeremy chose that moment to turn round and Peter found he 
was faced with a whole different set of balls. Not that he 
could see the outline of Jeremy's cock, but he could see the 
box and he knew damn well what was nestling inside. 


Oh great. Now his own box was getting tight and there 
wasn't a bloody thing he could do about it, stuck out here in 
the middle of the playing field with half the population of 
Brookvale looking on. He gritted his teeth, consigned 
Jeremy, temporarily at least, to the devil and watched the 
bowler instead. 
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That soon got his libido back where it belonged. The chap 
was tall and gangling with buckteeth and a shock of unruly 
grey hair and reminded Peter uneasily of Bugs Bunny on 
speed. He dashed in to the crease, arms and legs whirling, 
and directed the next ball straight at Peter's chest. Peter 
watched and took his time and clonked it straight back over 
Bugs Bunny's head. 


"Nice shot, mate," called Jeremy, as they steamed past each 
other in the middle of the pitch. 


"Thanks," said Peter, and stopped running as the ball 
reached the boundary rope for another four. That put his 
score on forty-four and he began to have designs on 
reaching fifty again. He was one of the stars of the 
Brookvale eleven, turning out every weekend and scoring 
half-centuries at a rate of knots. A ‘johnny foreigner' from 
London, he found the locals had taken him to their hearts 
and was rather touched. 


The new bowler was the fastest Peter had faced for months. 
He fended the next couple of balls away from the square 
inch of air in front of his nose, unable to add to his score. A 
third delivery was kinder and he whacked it away to the 
side. "One," he yelled, and careered off down the pitch, 
meeting - and nearly colliding with - Jeremy half way down 


"Fancy meeting you here," Jeremy breathed on the way 
past, the patch of face visible beneath his helmet wreathed 
in a cheeky grin. 


Peter stuck his tongue out at his partner's retreating back 
and then found the umpire was giving him the evil eye. 
"Sorry," he said, and tried to concentrate while Jeremy faced 
the bowler instead. Now he wasn't squaring up at the crease 
he had time to think - and his first thought was how good 
Jeremy looked in those whites. Sideways on and bent from 


the waist he was displaying his arse to perfection and Peter 
found himself longing to stride down the pitch and grab it. 
Imagine - those two round peaches, one in each hand, 
squeezing until the juice ran. 


Peter's cock began to take an active interest. He adjusted 
his box with one gloved hand, yanking the hard plastic away 
from the soft imprisoned flesh to give it room to grow. 


Then he found the umpire was watching him again and so 
were three members of the 


opposite team, one with possible interest and two with 
knowing grins. Oh, crap. He left off fiddling with his crotch 
and pretended to examine his bat instead, knowing he 
wasn't fooling anyone, but too embarrassed to care. Bugger 
Jeremy and his good looks and those legs and that perfect 
little tush.... 


His cock was swelling so fast it was cutting off the blood 
supply to his brain. When Jeremy hit another four he 
watched the graceful way his lover swung the bat. When 


Jeremy hit a six he could only see the brilliant smile on his 
lover's face. And when Jeremy hit a ball to cover for one, he 
was so enraptured he almost forgot to run. 


"Yes! Run! Run!" Jeremy was screaming from half way down 
the pitch, the whites of his eyes showing as the prospect of 
a run-out reared its ugly head. 
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"Oh Christ, sorry," Peter mumbled, and set off at a lope for 
the other end. 


Jeremy was facing most of the bowling and Peter's fifty had 
to wait. His chance came, finally, when the bowler lost his 
footing and sent the ball down at a slower pace. Peter 
waited until he could read the maker's name, then threw his 
bat at it and clobbered it into the crowd. 


"Six," called the umpire again, and Peter nodded his thanks 
to the villagers’ applause. 


Jeremy wandered down the pitch to add his congratulations 
to the rest. "Nice one, mate. 


We'll have to celebrate that tonight," he said with another 
grin. 


Peter knew he meant dinner. He couldn't possibly be evil 
enough to be suggesting 


anything else, right here in the middle of a cricket match. 
The erection was back with more force than ever as he 
pictured Jeremy bent over the sofa at home, naked and 
languid with his head resting on the cross of his arms and 
the pale cheeks of his arse in the air. 


"Oh sweet Jesus Christ," he muttered, and whacked his bat 
at a passing wasp. He missed, but the resulting vortex 
tossed the insect straight into the umpire's hair with 
interesting results. The umpire let out a yell and leaped 


three feet into the air, slapping at his head with his hands. 
When he landed he'd turned puce with rage and was 
directing a ferocious scowl Peter's way. Peter shrugged and 
smiled apologetically again. 


He began to think they could win the match together from 
here, but the very next ball Jeremy went down on one knee, 
flailed the bat and tried to smash the thing right out of the 
ground. It was all very elegant and dashing; the only 
problem was that he missed. 


The ball spooned up over his outstretched bat and hit 
middle stump with a resounding thwack. 


"Out!" said the umpire, and raised his finger aloft. 


Jeremy was usually the mildest mannered bloke on earth. 
He might scowl and swear and swish his bat, but he always 
walked when given out. Peter had the surprise of his life 
when the slim figure stayed exactly where it was and 
announced that there was no 


something way it could be out. 


The umpire's eyebrows retreated into his hair. "I assure you 
- you are out clean bowled." 


"Bollocks," said Jeremy. "That bowler cheated!" 


Peter's pressure gauge climbed another notch. Cricketers 
simply didn't do this sort of thing - it wasn't known as the 
game of gentlemen for nothing. He tried to gesticulate to 
his lover without being seen, but only succeeded in 
attracting another wasp. By the time he'd dealt with that 
the argument was in full flow and he felt he'd better pour 
some oil on the waters before they turned choppy with 
dislike. 
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"Best do as the umpire says," he said, ambling over to join 
the fray. 


"Whose side are you on?" said Jeremy with a scowl. "That 
was a no-ball - | could see it all the way from here." 


"Be reasonable. It's twenty-two yards to the bowling crease. 
Not even you can see whether the bowler's overstepped the 
mark from there." 


"I can if he's got bloody size thirteen feet." 


Peter stifled a sudden attack of mirth. The bowler did have 
rather big feet, displayed in all their glory in very large 
boots. He caught Jeremy's eye and was startled to see an 


answering glint of fun dancing in the hazel depths. The 
sneaking suspicion that Jeremy was doing this on purpose 
occurred to him, but he dismissed it again, unable to think 
of a single reason why he should. 


“Come on, mate, be nice," he said again, hoping the 
diplomatic approach would work. 


He could hardly pull Jeremy's pants down and spank him in 
the middle of the pitch. The image of doing just that brought 
his erection leaping back to life and he swore. He was going 
to get Jeremy on his own tonight and teach the mana 
lesson he would never forget. 


Luckily Jeremy was calming down. His hair bristled a little 
less, his pointy chin jutted a little less, and he unfolded his 
arms from across his chest. "Okay, okay, | Know when I'm 
not wanted," he said, and although the tone was still gruff 
the gleam was back in his eyes. 


"Sorry mate," he added to the umpire. "Got a bit carried 
away there," and he turned and began to walk. 


Peter thanked the gods, but his relief didn't last long. The 
Straight-line journey between Jeremy and the pavilion steps 
didn't involve him, so he was puzzled when Jeremy made a 
beeline for him, passing so close he could hear his skin 
breathing in. Their forearms brushed lightly enough that he 
might have imagined it and every hair on his body stood up 
on end. He could smell Jeremy's sweat, smell the crushed 
grass on the bottom of his shoes and the linseed oil from his 
bat and his vision clouded over with need. And then the 
presence was gone and Jeremy was plodding off toward the 
pavilion, in the proper 


direction this time. 


"You evil little prick-tease," Peter mumbled, at last realising 
exactly what Jeremy was trying to achieve. "Just you wait. 
Century or no century I'll get myself out and chase you all 
the way to the nearest double bed." He caught the umpire 
eyeing him again and prayed that he hadn't overheard. God 
only knew what misunderstandings that might bring, 


especially if the umpire thought he was talking to him. 


At first he thought it was going to be easy to get himself 
given out. Jeremy's antics had totally distracted him and his 
mind wasn't on the game, but was following his lover back 
to the dressing room and watching him get changed. In the 
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crime, wandered down the crease and waved a hand in front 
of his unseeing eyes and he grinned and tried to pull himself 
together. He owed it to the team to at least look as if he was 


trying. 


He stuck it out for a couple more overs before choosing a 
ball to miss. With a rueful grin he turned to watch - and saw 
the ball bounce on a tussock of grass and miss leg stump by 
an inch. What the-? It couldn't possibly have missed from 
there - but it had and now he had to do it all over again. 


An over later he swung and missed again and turned to 
watch the ball crunch against the stumps. This time it 
landed in a crack, rolled forward and came to rest a grass- 
blade's width from the wood. Minutes later he looped a 
perfect catch to one of the slips, only for the chap to trip 
over his bootlaces and juggle the ball to the ground. Two 
balls after that he offered another catch and two fielders 
went for it at once, collided and went sprawling in a heap. 
The ball, as if laughing, popped out of one chap's hand and 
trickled to a halt at Peter's feet. He scowled at it and nudged 
it aside with his bat, wondering if it was cursed. 


He was concentrating so hard on losing he'd lost track of his 
score. Peering at the 


scoreboard he suddenly realised he was poised on 99. Be 
buggered to getting out - if he couldn't have Jeremy, he'd 
have his century at least. The ball came down the pitch and 
bounced at a perfect height and speed and he clattered it 
straight through the midwicket fielder's legs. As soon as he 
hit it he Knew it would go for four - and that little shot had 
taken his score past a hundred at last. Arms aloft, he turned 
in readiness to acknowledge the praise of the crowd - and 
saw the umpire's finger pointing toward the sky. 


"Out. ul 


Peter's jaw dropped until his chin hit the ground. "You 
what?" 


"Out. Leg before wicket." 


"That's ridiculous," he said, blood rushing to his head so fast 
he was surprised it wasn't spouting out of his ears. "I can't 
possibly be LBW if | hit the ruddy thing." 


The umpire regarded him with icy dislike. "I shouldn't have 
to explain my decisions to you. However, in the interests of 
sporting relations, there were two noises. The ball came off 
your pad first." 


Peter made a rude noise. "Well | didn't hear any noises. 
Didn't feel it hit my leg, either. | should know - it's my leg." 


"Good gracious, does Brookvale train its cricketers to be 
deliberately obstreperous?" 


"So you're saying l'm out, then?" 


"Yes." 
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"Final word?" 
"Yes." 


"Can't get you to change your mind?" 
"No." 
"Not even if | buy you a drink later?" 


The umpire was starting to turn puce again. "Mr. Bates, if 
that is an attempt to either bribe me or seduce me I can 
assure you it Won't Work. Now are you going to leave the 
field or do | have to call security?" 


Peter eyed the two former rugby-players who doubled as 
ball-fetchers and ushers. He was probably bigger than either 


of them, but enough was enough. Not even Jeremy was 
worth being dragged off the field with his boots scraping 
grooves in the grass. "Okay, okay, | know when I'm not 
wanted," he said, echoing his other half, and to a ragged 
cheer from the audience he trailed away from the pitch. 


He wasn't sure if he was annoyed or glad. Yes, he'd missed 
out on his century, but 99 was still a damn good score. And 
if there was the slightest chance he could get his hands on 
Jeremy and administer that spanking it would make the 
whole thing worthwhile. The 


dressing room was deserted - a cool, dim sanctuary from 
the heat of the afternoon - and at first he thought he was 
out of luck. But then he heard the swish of the adjacent 
shower and saw Jeremy's jeans hanging from a rusty nail 
and smiled. Chucking his bat, pads and helmet onto the 
bench he scrambled out of his whites. 


When he was naked he tiptoed into the shower room and 
peered round the side of the 


stall. No way did he want to reveal his aching, straining cock 
to anyone except his other half... but after a moment 
blinded by steam he relaxed. Jeremy's evil grin appeared 
out of the blur and Jeremy's hands reached to pull him 
under the jet. 


"About fucking time," a deep voice growled in his ear, and 
Sharp teeth caught and nibbled the lobe. "Thought you were 
going to stay out there forever." 


"So did | at one point," said Peter, and let Jeremy draw him 
into the heat and flying spray. 


Jeremy's mouth found his and latched on, sucking with the 
tenacity of a barnacle, and Jeremy's hand snaked down their 


bodies to grasp his cock. 


"Got you going, didn't I?" he said, fingers squeezing until 
Peter gasped. 


Peter saw a chance for some revenge. "No, it wasn't you, it 
was the umpire." 
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The fingers squeezed again, harder this time - the merest 
hint of a threat. "You sure about that?" 


"Erm, no," Peter said, once he could speak again. "Point 
taken. It was you." 


"Glad to hear it," said Jeremy and yanked him by his cock, 
like a farmer leading a prize bull, until they were touching 
skin from their chests right down to their knees. 


Peter's own knees began to shake. Jeremy had hairy legs 
and he always loved the 


sensation of that hair against his thighs, tickling and soft or - 
as now - bristly and wet. He slid one knee between Jeremy's 
slim thighs to double the contact and leaned his weight 

against his lover's chest, pushing him back against the wall. 


Jeremy squirmed, obviously trying to reverse their positions 
even as he kissed Peter's neck. Peter resisted as long as he 
could, enjoying the hot water cascading down his back and 
into the crack of his arse too much to want to move. But the 
floor was slippery with suds and his feet began to slide and 
Jeremy took full advantage to sidestep his feet and spin 
them round. Now it was Peter's back that slapped against 
the freezing tiles and he yelped - but forgot his discomfort 
as Jeremy slithered the length of his body to kneel at his 


feet. As he watched a small, pink tongue flicked out and 
licked his balls and then the laughing mouth opened and 
swallowed him to the hilt. 


Peter's knees gave way and it was only Jeremy's hands at 
his hips that held him up. It was a while since they'd done it 
this way and he'd forgotten his lover's skill with deep throat. 


His cock felt like it was inside a leather glove, all smooth, 
Squeezing surfaces that gripped him tight. "Bloody hell, 
that's good," he grunted, and put his head back against the 
wall. 


Part way through the blowjob he remembered that he was 
meant to be spanking his other half. Thanks to Jeremy's 
teasing his innings had been a balls-aching eternity - one he 
wasn't likely to forget. But he was much too happy to move 
and there were other, more immediate things he wanted to 
do to Jeremy's arse. Just touching it would do for now. 


He put a hand on his lover's shoulder and drew him back up. 
"Wasn't it good?" said Jeremy with a pout. 


“Too good," Peter said. "I'll come too soon and I've got other 
plans for you. Come here." 


He drew Jeremy into his arms again and held him close - so 
close that Jeremy's chest hair tickled his nipples every time 
they breathed - and slid one hand down to rest on Jeremy's 
bum. He inserted the other between their bodies and 
grasped both their cocks between fingers and thumb, 
circling and jerking so that the two shafts crossed like 
fencing swords and rubbed together. 


Jeremy's eyes closed and a little gasp escaped from his 
partly open mouth. Peter covered the mouth with his own, 


inhaling Jeremy's breath and forcing his tongue down 
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throat. After so long on the boil he knew he couldn't last 
long and began to thrust his hips in time to the movements 
of his hand. Jeremy responded, lunging forward until his 
whole weight was resting on Peter's chest, the muscles of 
his bum clenching under Peter's hand. 


That did it for Peter. He gripped the buttock hard, thrust 
once more into the circle of his fingers and spent - and felt 
the warm spurt as Jeremy followed suit. They collapsed 


against one another, panting and sharing the occasional 
kiss, until warned of impending danger by the clatter of 
footsteps in the dressing room outside. They sprang apart 
with guilty grins and began to scrub themselves down, just 
in time as Geoff's red face 


appeared through the steam. 


"Bloody umpire gave me out, too," he said. "Chap wants his 
eyes examining. | hate cricket." 


"Oh, | don't know," said Peter, reaching for a towel. "It 
scores pretty high with me." 
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BY ALEX EXLEY 


| was curled up naked on the couch with Brian, reading the 
newspaper, when | saw the obituary. John Stevens, my old 
college football coach, had just passed away. Looking at the 
paper | was reminded of a very fond memory of Coach 


Stevens. It was hard to believe it was almost thirty years 
ago, but | remembered it like it was yesterday. 


Coach Stevens was a pretty terse guy. Every year it was 
inevitable that at least a couple of freshmen would quit the 
team because they couldn’t stand him. He was inhuman, 
they said, just too cruel to enjoy the game. Most of the older 
guys Said to stick with him, though. His viciousness came 
with the territory and you’d eventually come to see his good 
side. 


| had had a rough freshman year. | didn’t play much, was 
constantly quarrelling with my girlfriend, and had even 
considered transferring. When | told Coach this he sat me 
down and gave it to me straight. He wasn’t going to 
guarantee me anything, but said if | stuck with him, he’d 
make sure he’d do all he could to help me improve and 
maximize my 


chances of playing. Coach’s little talk led me to stick with it 
and now, nearing the end of my sophomore season, | was 
finally glad | did. 


We had just won a close game we needed to win to advance 
to our conference’s playoffs. 


| hadn’t been playing much up til that point, but Coach had 
said he might look to use me a little if our running game got 
shut down. That proved to be the case as | grabbed six 
receptions and scored the go-ahead touchdown to pull out a 
nail biter of a win. 


| had gotten tied up doing an interview with the school 
paper after the game, so the locker room was mostly 
cleared out by the time I hit the showers. The shower stall 
was right next to Coach’s office. | was the only one washing 
off when he leaned his head in. 


“How’s that hamstring feeling, Johnson?” he asked, in his 
usual gruff tone. 


“I guess it’s starting to tighten a bit, Coach,” | answered. “A 
couple days off will probably do it some good.” 


“Did you see McKinnery?” 


McKinnery was our trainer and physical therapist. I’d mildly 
pulled my hamstring earlier in the season so | knew | should 
have made a point to see him, to have it massaged so it 
wouldn’t tighten up too much. But | was so elated about the 
win | got caught up talking and it slipped my mind and 
McKinnery had already gone. | told Coach this and | could 
see the look of irritation on his face. He spoke to me ina 
voice that said he shouldn’t have to be speaking at all, that | 
should already be doing what he was saying. 


“Well, get on a table and l'Il loosen it up a bit.” 
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Washing off after a game, especially a big win like that, was 
always one of those small but unmistakable pleasures. Your 
body would be sore and tired from sixty minutes of 


physical exertion. The feeling of hot water pouring over your 
body taking all the dirt and sweat with it was pure 
relaxation. | wouldn’t have said it because of the obvious 


homoerotic connotations — a college football team isn’t the 
most accepting environment for homosexuality — but a 
massage on top of a hot shower was relaxation par 
excellence. 


But that was with McKinnery. This was Coach Stevens who 
was going to put his coarse 


mitts on the underside of my soft, white legs. | let out an 
exasperated sigh as | turned off the water. Drops lingered on 
the end of my limbs, my nose, my penis, as | looked 


disappointedly down at the drain. 


“Johnson, | don’t have all day!” | heard Coach bark out at 
me. 


| dried off and slipped the small gym towel around my waist. 
The massage benches were made of cold steel. Climbing 
onto them, you could sometimes notice your penis retract 
as the chill of the cold metal pricked your skin. | was 
prostrate on the table as | heard Coach Stevens slapping the 
deep-heat massage lotion together on his hands. | figured 
Coach would continue to talk about the game, about what 
we had to improve on to win next 


week. But for the first time since I’d met him he seemed 
human. He didn’t talk about the game, but instead made a 
joke about his inability as a masseur and told me a story 
about how he was frustrated his first few seasons as a 
college player and how it took a few years for him to realize 
himself. 


He went right for my hamstring, the muscle that was giving 
me problems. It was tight and it stung as his hands dug into 
my skin. My back arched and my head shot up at his first 
touch. But he was strong and in control. 


The warmth from the friction of his hands on my leg sent a 
heat wave throughout my 


body. | no longer noticed the coldness of the massage table. 
Coach may not have had 


professional experience, but he must have learned to give a 
massage somewhere. 


McKinnery had nothing on Coach Stevens. 


The towel was tied together on my left hip and it was 
restricting his freedom of 


movement and access to my right hamstring. Even though 
he was showing me his gentler side, Coach was still the 
boss. He told me, very directly, to lift my legs so he could 
slide the towel up and reach the muscle. | did so and he 
brusquely jerked the towel up exposing all of my legs and 
part of my ass. A wisp of cool air caressed my left asscheek 
sending a tingle throughout my body. 


Coach continued to talk as he worked the lotion deep into 
the back of my leg. | closed my eyes and lay my head on my 
arm on the table. | could feel him start just above the back 
of my knee and slowly work his way up my leg, his fingers 
kneading me like dough as he 


went. He would stop and go back to just above my knee, but 
each time he seemed to 


creep a little higher, until finally | felt the tips of his fingers 
pressing into the bottom of my ass. 
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At this point Coach was talking about anything that came to 
his mind. He was going on about movies he had seen, 
people he looked up to, his ‘57 Corvette. | guess he had 
gotten fairly comfortable, as the stern coach | knew so well 
had transformed into a jovial guy. 


Occasionally he would pause as if in reflection about 
something he was talking about. 


He would momentarily stop the massage with his hand 
firmly resting on a good portion of my ass. Then he would 
snap back to the present and act as if nothing had 
happened, continuing to talk and massage my leg. 


As for me, | wasn’t sure what to think. For one, | was young 
and pretty uncertain about my life. | had my college courses 
and football to keep me centered, but still, sometimes 
things just seemed so precarious, so wide open. | had my 
girlfriend, but when we weren’t arguing it seemed as if we 
were just going through the motions of being a couple. | 
went to parties and did other typical college things, but | 
only half enjoyed them. Something seemed to be missing. 


| was half daydreaming when Coach slapped my butt and 
told me | was all set. | soun 


around and sat up on the table, my bare ass pressed against 
the silvery metal. The towel hung very loose, as Coach had 
nearly torn it off, and | moved my hands to secure it once 
again on my left hip. It wasn’t until then that | noticed | had 
a full-fledged erection, bright pink and bursting with energy 
like a dog made to sit still so it can get a bone. It shot 
straight through the towel. | quickly moved the towel to 
cover my erection, but the towel was so small | wore it like a 
tiny pup tent. | abashedly moved my head up to see Coach 
looking right at me, or rather at it. He held his glance for a 
moment as | sat frozen, unable to move or speak. Then he 
averted his eyes and set the massage lotion on a shelf. 


“Okay, Johnson,” he said, glancing at me out of the corner of 
his eye. “Don’t celebrate too much tonight. l'Il see you 
tomorrow morning for film.” 


He walked out of the room leaving me in shock and utter 
embarrassment. My mind 


instantly began to go over what just happened. | couldn’t 
believe it. | had gotten a hard-on right in front of Coach 
Stevens! Had | enjoyed the massage that much, in that kind 
of way? But wasn’t he the one feeling my ass? Or was he? | 
got dressed as fast as | could and bolted out of the locker 
room without saying anything to Coach, who was in his 


office out of my view. 


My mind continued to race as | walked back to my room. 
Was | daydreaming about 


Coach feeling my ass and if so, why would I? The worst part 
of the whole thing was that, Jesus Christ, he had seen me 
with an erection hoisted higher than the goalposts. | 


wondered what he could possibly be thinking and | dreaded 
having to see him again. 


| called my girlfriend as soon as | got to my room and told 
her | was coming over. | was feeling antsy and had to take 
my mind off Coach Stevens. She was a sophomore like me 
and had a single room to herself in an all-girls dormitory. 
She used to say how great it was going to be, how we could 
have as much sex as we wanted without having to worry 


about a roommate barging in. That didn’t end up being the 
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bickering about something, | was usually too tired from early 
practice and a full day of classes to even think about sex. 


But tonight | was more wound up than usual. | kept asking 
her silly questions and 


fidgeting with every random item in her room. | finally 
reached out and yanked her onto the bed beside me. | was 
acting more out of the need for something to do than an 
actual desire for sex. | kissed her and put my hand on her 
breast. It was like holding a water balloon, nothing more. | 
proceeded, though, until both our clothes were off and | was 
on top of her, fucking away as hard as | could. She 
sometimes liked to talk dirty, but | couldn’t that night. | was 
moving too fast; | was thinking about other things; | wasn’t 
even with her. It wasn’t until | moved my head beside hers, 
my face almost touching the bed, that | finally let my 
thoughts catch up with me. 


Even though | was having sex with my girlfriend, all | could 
think about was Coach 


Stevens. | thought of the caring and humorous side hidden 
behind the tough exterior. It made me curious about him. | 
wondered what he was like, what else he did when he 


wasn’t a football coach. Then | thought of his hand moving 
forcefully over my leg, 


resting on my ass. Yes, coach had his hand planted firmly on 
my ass and | liked it! There was no doubt about it. But what 
did this mean? Was | homosexual? Bisexual? I’d had 


fantasies before, but just dismissed them as the thoughts of 
a crazy, horny kid. After all, the possibility of being gay was 
never discussed. | never even knew to consider it, never 
mind feel comfortable with it. | was confused and unsure if 
this was a feeling | should act on. Then my thoughts brought 
me back into the room with Coach Stevens. | thought 


about my ass cheeks being exposed to him and got 
thoroughly titillated. | thought about getting an enormous 
hard-on right in front of him and I exploded a load of come 


like never before, pulling out of my girlfriend and drenching 
her face from a hip-level shot. 


| walked in about five minutes late for film the next day. 
They had already started so | inconspicuously took a seat in 
the back. Coach was his ordinary, gruff self, shouting about 
what we should have done on every other play. | was hardly 
paying attention to the film, though. | was too nervous 
thinking about what it was going to be like when | spoke 
with Coach again. | made the decision to find out another 
time. | was too scared to face him, so made a beeline for the 
door as soon as film session ended. | was two steps beyond 
the door when | heard that deep voice bellow out from 
above the crowded room. 


“Johnson!” 


My stomach began to do somersaults. | stuck my head back 
through the door, my 


teammates heckling me under their breath as they passed. 
“Yeah, Coach?” 


“I want to work that hamstring a little more today. Hop in 
the whirlpool for 10 minutes, then get on the table. Anyone 
else who’s still tight from the game, line up behind 


Johnson. We're not taking any chances on injuries this 
week.” 
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| got a lot of smirks and unsurprisingly no one chose to join 
me for a massage. 


McKinnery never came in on Sunday and most people would 
rather wash used jockstraps 


than go on the table with Coach. 


| sat in the whirlpool with the jets on my sore muscle, 
contemplating the situation. Was Coach sincere in wanting 
to guard against injuries before the next game? After all, he 
did ask everyone if they needed to be loosened up. | 
wondered if Coach would mention 


yesterday, what he did, and what he saw. Despite my 
apprehension | was mildly excited. 


It had felt pretty good, | mean, it definitely turned me on. 
But what if | got another hard-on? Oh Christ! Coach couldn’t 
ignore it a second time. 


| reluctantly dried off and moseyed into the massage room. 
Everyone had left 


immediately after film, so it was just coach and myself in 
the locker room. | was already on the table when he 
marched in. He asked me if | celebrated much last night as 
he 


Slapped massage lotion around in his hands. Again, this was 
a different side of coach than I was used to seeing. He never 
would have asked about my private life before. | actually 
ended up telling him about my troubled relationship and a 
few other things that were bothering me. To my surprise, he 
listened intently and even offered a little reassuring advice. 


He continued to work the muscle and had moved the towel, 
without bothering to ask, to the same position it was 
yesterday, half covering my ass. | thought | felt his hand 


start to graze my buttcheek again and | did all | could to 
resist getting a hard-on. 


“How does that feel Johnson?” Coach asked, | assumed 
referring to my hamstring. “It’s not uncomfortable is it?” 


“No Coach,” | responded. “It feels pretty good.” 
“Well you let me know if it gets too uncomfortable, okay?” 
“Okay, Coach.” 


With that | felt Coach Stevens’ warm hand move assuredly 
up my leg, under the towel, and start to firmly massage my 
smooth, round butt. There was no doubt about what he 


was doing this time. | felt the towel get completely removed 
and watched it dangle off the sides of the table down toward 
the floor. | lay there entirely nude, my erection nearly lifting 

me off the table. Coach had moved from down near my legs 
to my midsection and he confidently worked his hands from 

my neck all the way down my naked body to my 


lower legs. 

“You sure that feels okay, Johnson?” 

“Yeah, Coach,” | smiled as | answered him. “It feels good.” 
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“You know, most people at least wear underwear when they 
come in for massage. Not 


you though. Totally naked under the towel.” 


He laughed to himself and | laughed, too. | hadn’t thought 
about it. Maybe | did it 


because | unconsciously liked being naked around other 
men. Whatever the reason, it left my mind as | felt Coach’s 
lips press into my firm ass. He worked his tongue and lips 
around my butt while his hands continued to graze over my 
back and legs. Then | felt his kisses move slowly, but with 
definite direction, toward the center. He pulled my cheeks 
apart and | felt his wet, slithery tongue tickle my asshole. A 
shockwave of delight 


coursed through my body as his tongue circled, glided over, 
then penetrated my asshole. 


| jerked forward and back and then, to my surprise, 
Slammed my hand down on Coach’s 


head pressing it into my ass, | was so overcome with 
pleasure. 


After a few minutes of exhilarating tongue work, he stood up 
and told me to turn over. | did so willingly and we both 
watched my erection spring to life as | planted my ass on 
the table. He moved his right hand over my upper body, 
feeling my arms, chest, and nipples while his left hand 
caressed my inner thigh. He told me he had wanted to do 
this 


yesterday and said he had always had a feeling about me. 
He said he did take liberties with my ass yesterday and that 
he wanted to devour me when he first saw my erection. | 
told him | wished he had, but that this would more than 
make up for it. 


He leaned forward and kissed me. His coarse lips gently 
glided over mine, then his 


tongue pressed forward, parted my lips and met my tongue 
in my warm, wet mouth. | 


reached out with both arms and held onto him, pulling him 
forward. Our tongues 


continued to swirl, as if doing a dance with each other. His 
left hand had made its way up my thigh and was now 
caressing and massaging my balls. | took one of my hands 
from 


around his back and pressed it to the front of his pants. 
Coach was enormous, as | could feel a bulge a third of the 
way down his thigh. 


He stepped back and looked at me. We both smiled at each 
other, but said nothing. He bent forward and kissed my 
cheek, ears, and neck. | tingled all over. He worked his way 
down my chest, stopping to do plenty of work on my 
nipples. | felt the trail of moist kisses run down my taut 
stomach until he reached my cock. He bent it to the side 
and kissed from the base slowly up to the head. He bent it 
back and flicked my balls with his tongue, then made his 
way up the underside of my shaft, now glistening with 
Saliva. | was already about to explode when he took my 
head in his mouth. He worked his mouth 


on it for a bit before engulfing my entire cock. My neck 
Snapped back in painful ecstasy as he moved his mouth 
rhythmically up and down my cock. 


Suddenly Coach jerked his head up as we thought we heard 
something outside the room. 


It was only the heater turning on, but Coach said we should 
move into his office if we wanted to continue, just in case 
someone did come in. | heartily agreed and he took my 
hand and led me into his office. 


He locked the door behind him and we immediately 
embraced, lips interlocking. | helped him to get his shirt off 
and admired his physique. He was twice as old as me, but 
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a brawny, muscular figure. He had tanned skin and a fairly 
hairy chest. | put my hand on it and ran my fingers through 
his golden-brown chest hair, taking the time to kiss and lick 
his tight, pointy nipples. Imitating him, | then dropped to my 
knees, kissing him all the way down his thick, tight belly. | 
kneeled at eye-level with his cock and rubbed it through his 
pants. | still couldn’t believe how big it was and | was 
terribly excited to have the chance to suck my first dick. | bit 
on it through his pants then rubbed it some more before 
opening the button and undoing his fly. He said | didn’t have 
to do anything | didn’t want to and | told him there was no 
way he was going to stop me. | pulled down his pants and 
his cock shot up like a spring, though it was the size of a 
ripe cucumber. It had only a mild upward curve and was 
smooth, almost no veins, because it was so thick. | told him 
| couldn’t believe how big it was and he just laughed and 
told me to enjoy it. And that | did. 


| began by kissing his smooth domed head then proceeded 
to kiss all the way down the side until | felt bristly pubic 
hairs swirling in my mouth, the light brown tuft brushing 
against my cheek. | was so overjoyed | rubbed his cock with 
glee all over my face and began to slap it against my 
cheeks. | then reared back and had a good look at the 
obelisk of hardened flesh, closed my eyes and took his cock 
as far in as it could go. | got about halfway down it before | 
felt the head hit the back of my throat. It was so thick it 
filled my entire mouth. It was my first cock so | was extra 
conscious about doing a good job. | tucked my lips over my 
teeth and curved my tongue to slide perfectly along its 
underside. 


| sucked in so my cheeks glided against his shaft’s smooth 
sides and proceeded to move my head back and forth. | 
don’t know how long | did it for, but | could have gone on 
forever. It felt like nothing before, to have my mouth stuffed 
full of warm, hard man. 


From that point on | would have an everlasting yearning for 
cock. 


Coach finally warned me that he was going to come. | 
moved my face inches from his 


cock and continued to stroke away, my hand brushing up 
against his coarse pubic hairs. 


He groaned and a huge load of white, gooey come exploded 
from the tip of his cock. The first shot hit me on the cheek 
and | moved in closer. My nose and lips also got doused 
before | put my mouth back over his cock to sop up the rest 
of his juices. | stood up feeling somewhat proud at the 
pleasure | had given and more fulfilled than ever before in 
my life. We stayed in his office talking for some time, kissing 
and fondling all the while, and | went to Coach’s house that 
night and we continued right where we left off. 


| soent much time at his house over the next two years. And 
| found out what he did when he wasn’t coaching. He did 
me. Needless to say, | broke up with my girlfriend shortly 
thereafter. It was a relief not to have to put up with all that 
bickering and | had found something better to do with my 
time anyway. | always went to his house after games and 
most other nights for that matter. Sometimes | would only 
spend a few hours, usually having great sex, but | often 
spent the night, too, wrapped in Coach Stevens’ arms. | was 
voted captain my senior year and we would talk strategy, 


intertwined and naked in his Jacuzzi. We would always joke 
about who we thought were sexiest amongst the new 


recruits and whose dicks we would most like to suck. It was 
great fun to be able to 


change and shower with a group of guys and then have 
someone to relive the fantasy 


with. | used to kid him that he had the best job, watching a 
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after year. He would just smile. We spent a lot of time 
together and had a lot of great sex, but | never expected it 
to last beyond graduation. He always remained the older, 
more experienced guy, sort of a mentor. | continued to call 
him Coach and would often go to him for advice about my 
problems and other things. | wondered if Coach had other 
guys like me, if he found someone new every couple of 
years. | kind of figured he did and | couldn’t really blame 
him. Hell, | was glad. He made my college years some of the 
best of my life. 


| sighed at having just relived such a warm memory and put 
the paper down, reached 


over to Brian, and pulled him towards me. | planted my lips 
on his and moved my hand onto his cock, feeling it swell in 
my grasp. 


“We better take care of this so you can get some sleep,” | 
said. “It’s getting late and you need to be up early in the 
morning.” 


He was, after all, the star runner on my track team. | 
couldn’t have him up all night and tired for the big race 
tomorrow. He looked into my eyes and smiled. 


“You'll get no argument from me, Coach.” 
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STICKHANDLING 

BY LANDON DIXON 


Matt dove onto the bed closest to the door. “This one’s 
mine, buddy-boy!” he yelped. 


| stacked my bag of hockey equipment on top of his and 
said, “Whatever.” Matt and | had roomed together for the 
entire tournament, but this would be the last time: we’d 
Snagged third place in the hockey tourney in the afternoon 
and were flying back to the States the following morning - 
and from there, we’d disperse to our various college teams 
in the Northern US. Tonight, therefore, was my last chance 
to put the moves on the fast-skating, hard-checking puck 
hunk - to deke around his macho defenses and slide the 
rubber into his reverse fivehole, bulge his twine, so to 
speak. 


He stretched out, folded his arms behind his head, and 
looked at me. “So, dude, what shall we do tonight?” He 
glanced at his watch. “It’s only...holy shit, it’s only four 


o'clock! We got tons of time to party before curfew.” 


| dragged a chair in front of the TV, grabbed the shoebox- 
sized remote off the top of the set, and plunked my ass 
down in front of the thirteen-inch screen. “You still haven’t 
adjusted your timepiece to Swedish time, like | told you to 
do the first day we got here, brainiac. It’s six hours later 
than the States - ten o’clock.” 


He hopped off the bed, belly-flopped onto mine. “You 
serious? | knew | kept you around for a reason,” he laughed, 
then sat up and slapped me on the shoulder. “Okay, dude, 


commence pointing and clicking. We’ll watch some TV 
before lights-out.” 


| looked at him for a moment, looked at his big hand where 
it lingered all warm and hard on my shoulder, warming and 
hardening my own appendages. Matt is my age - eighteen 


- -but that’s where the physical similarities end. I’m tall and 
lean and dark-haired, with pale skin and blue eyes - a 
finesse-type player. Matt, on the other hand, is short and 
thick and strong, with golden-brown skin, blonde hair and 
hazel eyes - a banger and a grinder, but a talented 
stickhandler nonetheless. And after countless shower 
rooms, dressing 


rooms, training rooms and hotel rooms during the course of 
the two-week hockey event held all over Sweden, | felt like | 
knew every nook and cranny of the hunky guy and 


could anticipate every move he was going to make - both 
on and off the ice. 


“You just want to watch TV?” | asked, staring at him 
hopefully, trying to transmit a lusty message from my brain 
to his. 


He glanced at my beaming eyes and said, “Course, dude. 
What else?” The differing 


European electrical system had obviously screwed up my 
All-American vibe. He 


Snatched the remote out of my hand and powered on the 
TV. 


“Okay,” | shrugged. “Guess | might as well get comfortable, 
then.” | stripped off my shirt and shoes, leaving only a loose 
pair of knee-length shorts between him and my wicked, 
curved blade. “It’s hot in here, huh?” 


Play Ball - 72 


“Mmm,” he mumbled, impatiently waiting for a picture to 
materialize. When it finally did he started briskly flipping 
channels, showing off the lightning-quick reflexes that had 
netted him five goals and three fighting majors during the 
tournament. 


“Doesn't look like there’s much on,” | remarked, edging my 
chair closer to where he sat on the edge of the bed. 


“Yeah, it is hot in here, dude,” he replied belatedly, and 
shucked his duds til he was wearing nothing more than the 
tight, white briefs that he slept in. 


| ogled his smooth, buff body. His thighs were thick and 
muscular, like mine, from 


endless hours of skating, and his pipes were bulging with 
muscle as well. His abs were chiseled, his hairless pecs two 
rounded mounds that were bigger than some girls’ tits, and 
his nipples were large and brown and succulent looking. My 
open mouth almost watered my chin as | eye-fucked the 
sculpted stud. 


“This piece of crap only gets four channels,” he complained. 
“What say we check out 


some of the in-house adult offerings, eh dude?” 


| reeled my eyeballs back in from the pleasant lump in his 
Jockeys and said, “Sure, 


whatever.” 


He spent the next five minutes trying to figure out how to 
access the triple X channels and then, when he finally did, 
he tuned into one previewing a no-holds-barred man-on- 
man movie. Yes! | thought, grateful that the Swedish people 
were so open-minded. Two studs, one black, one white, were 
frantically frenching each other like their tongues were on 
fire. And when the camera panned back from their pretty 
faces, we could see that they were standing in the middle of 
a boxing ring and the gloves, like all of their clothing, were 
off. They were both well-built dudes and they both had a 
hold of each other’s long, thick, gorgeous cocks. 


“Holy shit!” Matt yelled, laughing his head off. “Anything 
goes around these parts, huh?” 


“Viking power...” | murmured, my eyes glued to the red-hot 
tube. The black guy kissed 


and licked the white guy’s neck, then dropped to his knees 
on the canvas and began to work over his buddy’s rock hard 
cock with his loving hands. He stroked dick and 


bounced balls while the white man jumped and groaned, 
muttered something 


Scandinavian yet universal. 


“You don’t wanna watch this, do you?” someone asked from 
far away. 


“Huh? |, um...” The hard-bodied ebony god jabbed out his 
ultra-pink tongue and sucker 


punched the bloated head of the ivory god’s cock. 


“Hey, dude, don’t tell me you're into this stuff?” a vaguely 
familiar voice said. 
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The kneeling black beauty caught his muscular friend’s 
swollen dickhead in his hungry mouth and started sucking, 
popping the handsome, purple cock-top in and out of his 


crimson mouth, lightly clipping it with his dazzling white 
teeth. He stroked the gasping guy’s giant rod, swirling his 
dark hand up and down the huge, pink hard-on, while he 
sucked and tongued the clean-cut hood. 


My languid thoughts slowly drifted back into focus. “What? 
No...I-l’ve never even seen junk like this before,” | 
stammered, lying big time. My hard-drive at college was 
littered with more gay porn clips than the floor of Jeff 
Stryker’s barber’s shop. “I’m, um...you know, just Curious.” 


“Well, | am into this stuff,” Matt stated frankly. 


| watched the hunk on his knees suck the other hunk’s nine- 
inch ring post into his mouth, and then bob his shaved head 
up and down on it. He got a good cock-sucking rhythm 


going, his cheeks billowing in and out like after a hard 
workout, his thick lips gliding easily back and forth on the 
glistening cock. 


And then | finally clued into what Matt had said and jerked 
my head around to stare into his warm, sparkling eyes. 
“You're into...” | began excitedly, then let my jaw hang open 
and my words fade away as | watched him stand up, pull 


down his briefs, and grab his awesome cock in his fist and 
start pumping. 


“Yeah, | like dudes,” he explained nonchalantly, expertly 
tugging his hardened meat. 


“Always have. Don’t you?” He sat back down on the bed and 
while he polished his long, wooden stick with one hand, he 
reached out and covered my thick shaft with his other hand. 
"Feels to me like you do,” he said, grinning. 


He leaned in and kissed me on the trembling, tingling lips. 
“I’ve noticed how you’ve been watching me,” he breathed 
into my mouth, before replacing his words with his 


tongue - parting my puffy lips with his slippery, pink spear 
and banging it up against my tongue. He rubbed my 
throbbing cock while he erotically explored the damp 
interior of my gaping mouth with his searching sex tool. 


| could hardly believe what was happening! My own game 
plan was out the window now 


- he had connected first with a beautiful pass - but that 
didn’t hardly matter. | grabbed his head and mashed my lips 
against his, frenched the hockey-crazed stud ferociously. 


Our joyful tongues danced together, slapped briskly against 
one another like two 


opposing stick blades at face-off. We frenched and frenched 
and frenched, painted each other’s red, full-bodied lips with 
hot saliva and then Matt slid his hand into my shorts and 
made skin-to-skin contact with my raging hard on. His hot 
touch sent sexual shockwaves rippling through my body, my 
head spinning off into orbit. | was actually swapping spit and 


swiping tongue with my fellow puckhead while he fondled 
my dick! It was sporting heaven! 
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He pulled back, tugged his hand out of my shorts and said, 
“Stand up.” 


| stood, and he gripped the sides of my shorts and pulled 
them down to my ankles. My seven-inch pecker pronged out 
and stood at rigid attention like the national anthem was 
being played. 


“Now sit down and take it like a man,” he said. 


| sat and he got on his knees in between my legs and 
grabbed my straining prick and 


started stroking. "Fuck, yeah,” | groaned, as he pumped my 
engorged dong with his big, sure hand. | held onto the bed 
and stared fiercely at him, at his handiwork, at the TV 


image of one guy giving another guy a truly blistering bj. 


He followed my eyes over to the television and said, “Time 
to get real, baby,” then 


lowered his head until his pouty lips kissed the tip of my 
pulsating cock. 


“Suck me, Matt,” | moaned. “Suck me.” 


“You don’t have to tell me twice, dude,” he said, then stuck 
out his tongue and licked my super-sensitive hood. 


My body and brain were jolted by his hot, wet tongue-touch, 
but he hung onto my cock and swirled his tongue under and 
over and around my puffed up dickhead. “That’s the 


way,” | grunted, and wrenched a hand off the damp, 
scrunched up bedcover and brought it up to my nipples. | 
pinched and plucked my inflamed pink nips, rolled them 
between shaking fingers, heightening the erotic sensation of 
Matt’s tongue-lashing. 


He basted my ballooned-out mushroom cap with his sizzling 
juices, then popped my 


cockhead in his mouth and started sucking. | moaned my 
encouragement and gazed 


through lust-misted eyes at his bobbing, blonde head. On 
the TV screen, the black guy was deep-throating his 
companion’s monster cock like there was no tomorrow. | 


anxiously ran my fingers through Matt’s soft, yellow locks, 
stroked his beautiful 


bouncing head as he pulled on my cock-top. Then he 
gripped my quivering thighs and 


crammed as much cock into his gaping maw as he could. He 
sucked and sucked and 


sucked, his humid breath steaming out of his flared nostrils 
as he wet-vacced my wood. 


The feeling was un-fucking-believable. I’d had a few guys, 
and even a couple of girls (before I’d gotten well and truly 
bent), give me a hummer, but nothing like what Matt was 
dishing out. He knew just how to handle a long, hard stick, 
hockey and otherwise, with practice obviously making 
perfect. He gulped down almost my entire petrified 


pecker, sealed it in his superheated mouth, and sucked on it 
with a relentless intensity. 


“Yeah, baby, yeah!” | shouted, frantically grasping fistfuls of 
his golden hair and hanging on while he mouth-pumped my 
dong like an oil derrick - up and down, up and down, 


over and over and over again. | looked up from Matt’s 
amazing mouth-to-cock 


resuckitation only when the swallowed-up guy on TV yelled 
the Swedish equivalent of 
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“I’m coming!” and jerked his sopping axe out of his lover’s 
mouth, stroked it frenziedly, and then blasted thick, creamy 
semen into his buddy. 


Matt pulled and pulled on my raging cock with his sensual, 
moist mouth and lips, slurped at the underside of my dick 
with his flattened-out tongue. His head plunged even further 
down until his nose plowed into my curly, black fur and his 
stretched out mouth and 


throat were absolutely jam-packed with cock. And when his 
tongue slithered out of his crammed mouth to lap at my 
hairy balls, the awesome sensations became way too much 


for me and the come in my balls boiled out of control. “I’m 
gonna blow my load, Matt!” | bellowed in warning. 


He looked up into my glazed eyes, disgorged a third of my 
drenched meat, and then 


torqued up the sucking pressure another notch, tugging on 
my inflamed tool faster and faster until, just before blast-off 
he wrenched my dripping dong out of his craw and rapidly 
took up with his hand where he spectacular mouth had left 
off. 


“Fuck almighty!” | shrieked wildly. Come rocketed out of my 
hand-jacked cock and flew all over the place. | came and 
came and came, blowing wad after wad of white-hot jizz into 
the air, my body spasming uncontrollably as Matt pumped 
and pumped me, draining me of come. 


When the last of the goo had flown my cock, Matt kissed my 
twitching, red dick-tip and licked up a few drops of sticky 
overflow. Then he looked at me and said, “Now it’s my shift, 
dude.” 


| fell back onto the bed, my balls emptied perhaps for all 
time, my body and mind wasted. 


“Anything you want, man,” | gasped. “Anything.” 


He popped my sagging, sopping dong back into his mouth, 
milked it a moment longer, 


then slapped my thigh and said, “Assume the formation, big 
guy.” 


“Huh? | don’t...” 


“C’mon, you know the drill. Time to take a shot at that sexy 
ass of yours. | bet it’s got more uses than just warming a 
bench,” he joked. 


| rolled over with a groan and lethargically crawled onto my 
hands and knees, pushed my round, taut butt into the air. 
The TV had gone blank when the preview ended, but it sure 
as hell had accomplished its sexual sales job. | watched Matt 
jog over to his wallet on the counter, his big, heavy cock 
jouncing happily. He plucked out a condom, tore it open, and 
eagerly rolled it down his enormous dick. 


“Play safe,” he quipped, then climbed onto the bed, behind 
my behind. He felt up my butt cheeks, squeezing and 
kneading them, then lightly slapping the cheeky pair of 
them. 


“Fuck me up the ass,” | grunted, his hot, hard, probing 
fingers feeling great on my bum. 
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“Sounds like a plan,” he said, before spreading my pillows 
apart so that he could blow on my asshole - fanning the fire 
already burning there. 


My cock started to tingle and even swelled back to semi- 
attention when Matt plugged his tongue into my ass. 
“Yeah,” | groaned, as he swirled his pink blade of bliss 
around in my butt, his fingers caressing and fondling my 
ass, my re-hardened cock. He tongued and tongued my 
flaming hole, then flattened his tongue and licked me clear 
from the base of my furry balls to the top of my tremulous 
ass. 


He lapped long and hard at my balls and backdoor, giving 
me the round the world of my life, before eventually saying, 
“I think you’re just about wet enough for some real 


bodychecking.” He spat in his hand and rubbed his 
sheathed cock and | reached back and spread my ass 
cheeks, urging him to fill the gap in my defense. 


“Time to go bottom shelf,” he commented, then grabbed his 
cock and pressed his huge, mushroomed hood up against 
my teeny, tiny opening. 


“Shoot it in!” | yelled, desperate for his cock to be sliding 
around in my ass. 


He pushed forward, penetrated my pucker, and then eased 
his engorged erection into my quivering bum. | pushed back 
at him and his massive cock sank all the way into my 


gripping asshole. We both had the man-advantage now, 
only | was the one being 


penalized - and it felt fantastic! He churned his hips back 
and forth, slowly at first, his big dick filling my stretched- 
wide love tunnel. Then he moved faster and faster, til he 
was banging my sensitized butt like a goaltender bangs his 
stick on the ice to signal the end of a penalty. 


“Pummel my ass!” | hollered. 


He quit dogging it then and really picked up the pace, 
frantically pounded my petoot, jolting my body with his 
reckless ass battering. “Damn, you’re tight, baby,” he 
hissed through gritted teeth, gripping my waist and 
hammering away at me, sweat dappling his ripped upper 
body, the muscles on his thick arms standing out in stark, 
rigid relief. He split me in two with his savage schlonging, 
his heavy balls smacking my rippling cheeks. 


He plundered my anus again and again, relentlessly, as | 
desperately tried and failed to pull my own goalie. 


“I’m gonna come, baby!” he shouted all-too-soon, throwing 
back his head and revving up his hips even more. He ass- 
Slammed me frenziedly, blowing my mind with his battering 
ram cock, and then he grunted in ecstasy and his heaving 
body jerked like a player caught with his head down. He 
clung desperately to my waist as he was buffeted by 
blistering orgasm, as white hot come cannonaded out of his 
prick and into the condom shoved up 


my ass. 
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He came over and over, groaning and moaning with joy as 
he pumped my jiggling bum 


with his spurting cock, until finally he collapsed, exhausted, 
on top of me. He gently tongued my neck, lapped up the 
dewy perspiration, and quipped, “He shoots, he scores.” 


“We better keep this between ourselves, Matt,” | said, 
turning serious. | didn’t want the rest of the rugged team 
knowing that me and my linemate were rump-bumpers. 


But Matt surprised me for a second time that night by 
saying, “Why just keep it between ourselves, dude? The 
more the merrier. I’ve already scored with half the starting 
line-up; you were one of the few | hadn’t completed a pass 
to yet.” He smiled, his cock still buried to the balls inside my 
bottom. “I was saving the best for last, dude.” 


He shoots, he scores, indeed. 
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DOJO MEN 

BY THOMAS FUCHS 


Dojo -- the Japanese word for a martial arts training hall, the 
place where determined men and women hone their skills, 
their speed, their strength. The place where two opponents 
square off and through their struggle create a union of 
dynamic beauty. Dojo, the place where one dominates and 
the other is dominated. Dojo, my place of ecstasy. 


Dojo One. 


| attack and instantly he is in control, sweeping my legs out 
from under me, sending me crashing to the mat. He flows 
on to my shoulders, my back, grabbing me, drawing me 


close to him, against the rough canvass of his gi, the judo 
uniform, stiff with old sweat and sour like an unwashed jock 
strap. | love this contact, the power of his legs around my 
chest, his arms around my neck, his baseball biceps clearly 
defined even through the heavy fabric of his gi. He flexes 
those arms, instantly | grow weak, the strength draining 
from me, my head light, vision disappearing. He’s doing a 
Sleeper strangle on me and it takes all my willpower to tap- 
tap the mat, the signal of surrender, of submission. He 
relents. 


“You don’t try hard enough,” says my judo man. My judo 
instructor. Alan Kuramatsu. 


Japanese American, 5'10”, 175 pounds, his body a statue 
carved in flesh. 


“You're too tough,” | say. 

He says, “You don’t really want to spar with me.” 
“I’m trying.” It’s a lie. 

“| wonder if you want me to fuck you.” 

| say nothing. 


He says, “OK, now | know.” | feel his dick hard against my 
leg. Hard as iron. “If | give you what you want,” he says, 
“will you promise to try harder and be a good student?” 


Before | can answer, he squeezes my neck again and even 
though I’m already on my 


back, | am falling, falling, falling. 


A bright, hot day at the beach, floating in the ocean, rocked 
by gentle waves. Pleasure wakes me; instead of the sun 
shining in my eyes, it’s the ceiling light of the dojo and 
instead of passing clouds, it’s Alan’s head blocking the light 
and then sliding away and then back, and then away, back 
and forth and I realize the ocean waves. | was dreaming are 
really waves surging within me, that Alan Kuramatsu, my 
judo god, is fucking me, oh so sweetly, with rhythmic, 
Shallow strokes that just touch my prostate, tantalize, slip 
away, return over and over, sending exquisite electricity 
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my prostate, through to the end of my cock. Fully conscious 
now, | raise my arms and stroke his arms, his chest, chiseled 
definition surging under skin as dense and fine as heavy 
silk. He’s naked and he has my pants off, the top of my 
uniform open. 


My cock is hard and almost flat against my stomach. Every 
time he thrusts into me his abs push down against me, so 
my ass and my cock are getting pounded at the same time. 


God, it’s great! 


Now the rhythm changes with a sudden deeper thrust and 
his heat blazes through me. 


And then he’s back to the shallow strokes... one, two, three, 
four, five and then deep again and again deep. Then back to 
Shallow for one, two, three, four and deep three 


times and back to shallow for two and I know what’s 
coming... as with his judo, pattern and deception, surprise 
variation, my body expecting another deep and he gives me 


two quick shallows and my senses are off balance, made 
completely open to whatever’s 


coming next. The patterns and changes continue for | really 
don’t know how long. | am lost in waves of pure sensation. 
Somehow through all this, he holds on to the base of my 
cock, keeping me from coming, my hips bucking and me 
moaning until finally there’s a series of deep, deep thrusts, 
his cock banging into my guts and he lets go of my cock and 
we both shoot, cum all over the place, splashing us both 
and later together we have to wash the mats. 


We didn’t do it that often after that, but if | turned ina 
particularly good performance in a tournament, Alan and | 
would find a way and a place for my reward. Of course, | 


wasn’t the only one of his students he had this arrangement 
with. Our team did very 


well for while against other dojos, but inevitably there were 
jealousies and rivalry for his attention and eventually many 
of us left his dojo and, | suppose, he recruited new students. 


As far back as | can remember being interested in sex, even 
before | fully realized what | was after, I've worshipped the 
Asian body. Particularly Japanese. Smooth and hard. 


Gentle and sweet and capable of the most direct and brutal 
action. And yes, mysterious, with layers of interwoven 
traditions developed over centuries, often affecting even the 
most common, everyday acts, to say nothing of sex and 
love. 


The first time | remember getting hard was wrestling a kid in 
our neighborhood, Koji, when we were in the fifth grade, and 
| went from nothing at all to an instant boner against his 


butt. He broke loose and ran and neither of us ever said 
anything about it. He 


wouldn’t tussle with me after that. But in the dojo, different 
dojos over the years, | have found what | was looking for. 


Dojo Two. 


Fierce women sometimes appear in the dojos. Even when 
they’re small they often have 


the speed and skill to snap a limb or crush a larynx. From 
behind, in judo gi, because of the shoulder length hair and 
Slim build, | think this visitor to another dojo I’ve joined is a 
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woman. Then the figure turns, surprises me with his voice. 


“What are you looking at?” he says. He is Japanese- 
American, but this is very Old Japan. 


A stranger appears, a challenge is issued. Almost certainly 
we'll be fighting within seconds. | say, “Shall we exchange 
insults or just go to it?” 


A grim smile, almost a sneer, twists his young face. Barely 
twenty, if that. High 


cheekbones, eyebrows and eyelashes dark as charcoal. 
Huge, luminous eyes. | wonder 


what a friendly smile would look like on him, but if | allow 
myself to become distracted | may get seriously hurt. This 
stranger seems determined to go to extremes. We have 
both gone into a fighting stance. | begin a circling 
movement and he comes straight in. I’ve rarely seen 
anyone move that fast and then he’s back outside of my 


range and my right arm is going numb. He’s managed to 
strike points on my bicep and inner elbow. 


Keeping a wary eye on him, | shake my arm, rub it. 


“Want to continue?” he says. Those large eyes with the 
thick lashes glitter with intensity. 


He is so beautiful and so fierce. He speaks again, “You’re 
like a cow, the way you stare at me.” 


Feeling is returning to my arm. It occurs to me that if we 
really were samurai of the past, fighting with razor edged 
swords, my arm would have been lopped off and | would be 


dead by now. Every moment is a gift. One of the things 
you're supposed to learn in 


martial arts. OK, enough reflection. | approach him, we 
circle, he shifts his weight and moves as though to come in 
again with his lightning attack, | move to meet him, but he 
doesn’t come in and I’m off balance and in the next instant 
he pulls me forward, drawing me to my knees. He holds 
back from further attack. We both know he has won again 
and apparently he doesn’t feel the need to really hurt me. 
Another surprise. 


He shakes his head. “It’s so hard to find a good man,” he 
says. 


Hmm. New prospects have emerged. | say to him, “And what 
would you do with a good 


man, if you found him?” 


There are others practicing on the mat. He walks away, 
looks over his shoulder to be sure I’m following, and leads 


me to the dank little hallway between the practice area and 
the bathroom. He takes my hand, slides it under the top of 
his gi, guides it to a nipple. | rub it lightly. He returns his 
hand to mine and presses down. “Hard,” he says. “Pinch 
me.” 


| pinch, tentatively. His head rolls back. “Harder.” | increase 
the pressure. He gasps. 


When | finally relent, he grabs my cock. “Hurt me,” he says. 


Quickly, saying almost nothing, we change back into street 
clothes, go to my apartment. 


As soon as we’re inside, he unbuttons my shirt as | unbutton 
his. He rubs my dick, which was already hard and now is 
seeping precum, then unbuttons my pants, drops them to 
the floor, pushes me onto my bed and begins licking my 
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forth like a snake, sending bolts of energy down my dick and 
up my hole. 


Now he’s back on his feet, looking in the bedside drawers. A 
very take-charge guy. My dick is twitching and thrusting, like 
a blind newborn pup looking for its mother’s teat. 


| manage to tell him, “Lube and rubbers in the bathroom.” 
He finds them, squeezes lube on to his fingers, then on to 
me, and then around his asshole. He wipes his hand on his 
thigh, opens the condom, gets it on to me. Then he’s on his 
knees on my bed, offering me his hard, round, hairless butt. 


“Like my ass?” 


“Oh, yeah.” 


“It’s a great ass,” he says, “I’d fuck it.” 


| pull him to the edge of the bed, so I can stand as | work 
him. 


“You gonna hurt me?” he asks. 
“FIL be good to you.” 


“Fuck me, big guy” and | do, pushing in. He’s tight, but he 
relaxes just enough for us both to have fun. I’m at the 
prostate; | slide back and forth a little, he groans, | go faster 
and he calls out, “Deeper, go deeper” and thrusts his ass 
out, “Deeper, damn it, hurt me” 


and some Japanese term which I think means something like 
“deep thrust with the long sword”. | don’t do sword martial 
arts, but I’ve got a pretty good idea of what he wants and 
I’m giving it to him. 


He’s grabbing his dick and working it hard and I’m about to 
cum and he uses his ass 


muscles to give me a final squeeze and begins to shoot and 
| pull out because | don’t want to come with the rubber on 
and strip it off and grab myself and shoot all over his back 
while he’s unloading on my sheets. 


Later the fierce, little warrior fusses around like someone’s 
grandmother, pulling the sheets off and throwing them in 
the laundry hamper and figuring out where the fresh 


sheets are and remaking the bed while | watch him. 


| drop him off back at the dojo and never see him again. | 
have no idea where he came from or where he’s gone. 


Dojo Three. 


Another city, Los Angeles, another dojo. The sensei -- 
teacher and owner -- is Mr. Saito, probably in his forties. 
Dark and stolid, very demanding, which is fine. That’s how 
you learn. Is he gay? My gaydar has never been great. There 
seems to be something about 
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him... the way he looked at me when | first inquired about 
joining, but maybe it’s just wishful thinking on my part. He 
hasn’t done anything and the subject hasn’t come up in the 
little gossip there is among us students. 


Then, some months after | sign up here, a great distraction 
arrives - a strapping, thickly muscled guy probably in his 
mid-20s, a cousin or something of Mr. Saito, from Japan, in 
the U.S. to study English and help teach. His name is Tatsu. 
On the mat he is as fierce as sensei Saito, but in odd 
moments when he’s not sparring or instructing, a soulful 


wistfulness creeps into his face. An elaborate origami of a 
flight of cranes folded from a single sheet of paper appears 
in a corner of the dojo. Another decorates the changing 
room. Tatsu is a traditionalist. One afternoon | see him on an 
errand in their 


neighborhood, wearing high sandals and a conical straw hat. 
Not a kimono of course, but even with his loose shirt and 
baggy pants he looks like an illustration from my edition of 
Comrade Loves of the Samurai, that classic collection of 
tales of gay love in old Japan. | am intensely curious about 
him. | lust for him desperately. He is aloof, rarely speaks to 
anyone, although his English, when he does deign to give an 
instruction, is pretty good. 


There are few words even between him and Mr. Saito. 
Maybe they communicate by 


telepathy. More likely their roles are so well defined by 
tradition that neither needs to say much. 


He does speak to me on the mat. “Be bold,” he says more 
than once as we Spar. “You are afraid of being hurt. To be 
hurt means nothing. Be bold!” 


One evening, as I’m mooning over the stories of samurai 
lovers, doomed and otherwise, it suddenly strikes me. 
Tatsu’s not giving me fighting instructs. “Be bold!” He wants 
me to make a move. He is gay and | have a chance with 
him. Maybe. 


Finally, on fine rice paper, using a felt-tipped pen, which is 
as close as | can come to using a brush and writing in 
Japanese calligraphy, inspired by the kinds of notes that 
lovers send each other in Comrade Loves, | write a note to 
Tatsu comparing him, | am embarrassed to say, to a cheery 
tree - the delicate beauty of its blossoms, the graceful 
movement of its branches in a breeze, the solid strength of 
its trunk. It is a clumsy effort, but very sincere. A moment’s 
thought and then | decide not to sign it. Not very bold, but 
traditional - the anonymous love note recurs frequently in 
those old stories. And easier for him to ignore if it’s a 
misstep, sparing us both embarrassment. | leave mine in an 
envelope with his name under the changing room origami. 


Nothing. Damn it! | should have signed it. Maybe he thinks 
it’s from someone else. 


Maybe he’s not gay. Maybe he is and he knows it’s from me 
and he’s not interested. 


Maybe | should write him another note and this time sign it, 
or the hell with it, just proposition him. But how to approach 
him? He’s so... austere, tough, forbidding 


somehow. And then, one afternoon Tatsu asks for a favor. 
Saito wants him to pick up 


some new mats from a dealer downtown. Will | help him? “I 
don’t have a car,” he says. | don’t ask him why he doesn’t 
use Saito’s truck. 
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On the freeway, with its slightly elevated view of the jagged 
concrete plain, which 


constitutes so much of the city, | ask him, “How do you like 
L.A.?” 


“Parts of it look like Tokyo.” He doesn’t seem to mean this as 
approval. 


“You're from Tokyo?” 

“No.Usami.” 

“Usami?” 

“Near Ito. Ocean place. Beach.” 

“You miss Japan?” 

Tatsu shrugs. 

I try again, “What do you think of the beaches out here?” 


“Haven’t seen.” 


“You haven't been to the beach?” 


“Work. Study.” Silence. Then a sigh. “Many duties | must 
do.” 


Downtown, we find the warehouse. Collecting the mats, 
wrestling them into the trunk 


and the back seat of my car, | am thrilled to be with him, 
doing something with him. | want to prolong the time 
together. We're in Little Tokyo so | tell him we can get sweet, 
red bean cake, or shaved ice with syrup, traditional treats. 


He appears deep in thought, troubled. Torn between desire 
and duty? Or just anxious to get away from this yammering 
white boy with an embarrassing crush? “No,” he says, and 


"Thank you”, but once in the car, as we make our way back 
to the freeway, he asks if we are anywhere near the beach. 
We're not, but if traffic’s not bad we can be there in half an 
hour. 


“I want to see,” he says. 


| take the 10 Freeway to the Coast Highway and swing north 
and a few minutes after that we're at a stretch of beach 
usually deserted at this season, with dunes and a bit of 
scrub and low, gray clouds. As soon as | pull up, Tatsu is out 
and on the sand, shucking off his sandals, running, leaping 
into the air, throwing a beautiful, exuberant spinning kick. 


Then he smiles. Broadly. And says, “Thank you.You know my 
heart.” 
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Together we walk along the water’s edge, making a game of 
Skirting the incoming waves. 


| ache with desire. He stops and looks at me. “Cherry 
blossom?” he says. “You think I look like cherry blossom?” 
He’s smiling. Is he laughing at me? 


“I was trying to make a complement, a traditional...” | get 
no further because with his enormous, wonderful strength 
he pulls me to him and kisses me, and | kiss him and his 
mouth opens and my tongue is inside his warm, sweet 
mouth and he is in mine. He pulls away to say, “From first 
time | see you, | want your kiss.” 


Moving as with one mind, we head for a hollow between the 
dunes and sink to the sand. 


Our hands are all over each other, slipping beneath our 
shirts, exploring pecs and nipples and he’s pushing my hand 
down and then somehow my face is at his thick, hard cock, 


curled back against his abs. | get my mouth on him, licking 
and sucking and him moaning and at the same time I’m 
trying to wriggle out of my pants and a heavy cough and 
Snort freezes us both. The sounds are repeated and then a 
jangle-jangle and through the hard sand the distinct 
vibrations of heavy footfalls. We peer above the dune and 
there they are, only a few yards off - not the cops, just 
recreational horseback riders. Two women and a man. One 
of the women looks directly at us and then away. The other 
woman makes 


some remark | can’t hear and all three laugh. One of them 
flips out a cell phone as they clop past us. 


“Probably calling the Beach Patrol or something,” | say. 
“Let’s go back to my place.” 


“No,” says Tatsu. “We have to take the mats to the dojo.” 
“Afterwards...” 


“No,” he says, visibly plunging into gloom before my eyes. “l 
cannot. We should not do this.” 


Why does he resist his gayness? | say something about how 
the samurai made love 


among themselves. 


He smiles sadly. “The samurai... Do you know what it 
means, Samurai? Samurai means, 


‘| serve’. Loyalty. | am in the service of another.” 
“Shit! Who?” 
“Don’t use bad language. Don’t spoil our time of longing.” 


Our time of longing? Have | been drawn into some ancient 
tale, a world with rules | don’t begin to understand? 


“Tell me who.” 
“Sensei.” 
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Sensei Saito. Well, of course. Silence in the car driving back 
until Tatsu says, “What I did was without honor. Forgive me.” 


All | can think to reply is, “You’re in America. Old rules don’t 
matter.” 


At the dojo, | help unload the mats, but | don’t stick around 
and for a week I try staying away. Maybe l'Il join up some 


place else, but not seeing Tatsu at all is terrible so | come 
back and we spar and | want to hurt him, make him feel, 
feel, feel about me, feel 


something. Judo is a sport developed from jujitsu, which is a 
collection of deadly fighting skills. Judo has all kinds of limits 
on what you can do and how far you can go. Grappling with 
Tatsu, | push the limits and it takes a fair measure of his 
considerable skill to keep from getting hurt and all his 
patience to keep from crippling me. More than once sensei 
Saito has to break it up. Then he forbids us to work out 
against each other. How much does he know? What does he 
suspect? Tatsu and | can’t keep away from each other 


during practice, so Saito bans me from the dojo altogether. | 
look for Tatsu’s reaction, but he turns his face away. 


Two weeks pass, his image -- my sense of him -- with me 
always, whatever else | am 


trying to do. And then one morning, | find a note slipped 
under my apartment door. 


“Come to the dojo Monday morning. Be there by 7:45. Enter 
with Sensei.” 


Tatsu is usually at the dojo by seven, cleaning and preparing 
for the day’s classes, with sensei Saito arriving a few 
minutes before eight. 


Monday, about five minutes to eight, Mr. Saito pulls up and 
when I say good morning, he’s polite but firm. “I told you, 
better if you not come to dojo.” 


| nod and wait a beat as he pushes open the door and then, 
obeying Tatsu’s instructions, | follow. Everything is swept 
and clean, ready for the day, but where’s Tatsu? Saito calls 


for him, then goes looking, me tagging along. just behind 
when he turns the corner into the changing room and 
freezes and then bolts forward with a scream, “Tatsu!” 


Tatsu, in a kimono with the top pulled open, is seated ona 
floor mat, slumped forward, one arm folded between his 
chest and his legs, the other flung outward, fingers loose 
around the handle of a short sword. Hara-kiri, suicide by 
slicing the abdominal artery. 


The last resort of the man torn between honor and love. 


Saito grabs his young lover while | stand in shock, not 
realizing there is no blood on the sword blade or anywhere 
else. Saito steps back and Tatsu sits up and looks at him as 
though waiting for an answer. Is this a kind of theater? A 
plea? 


Laughter, a deep ho-ho, the last thing I’m expecting from 
Saito. He has his hands at his belly, holding himself he’s 
laughing so hard. “You boys!” he says, and laughs some 


more. What the hell is going on? Then he says, “Good thing 
we don’t live in old times or we all have to kill selves. “ 
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He and Tatsu talk in Japanese, then Saito tells me he’s 
giving Tatsu the day off. “He will be no good today.” | am 
quite literally speechless, but Saito senses my question -- is 
he really going to let me and Tatsu get together? “I will 
explain to Tatsu and he will tell to you.” He speaks again in 
Japanese. It sounds somehow as though he’s quoting 
something, something composed, formal, rather than 
conversation. 


When Saito’s finished, Tatsu quickly changes into street 
clothes and we're out the door, headed for my place. “Is 
everything okay?” | ask. 


“Yes. OK,” says Tatsu. 


The moment we're in my apartment, we pick up where we 
left off on the beach, licking and sucking and pretty soon 
fucking. alk about versatile. Top and bottom, bottom and top 
and on and on. And kissing even as we're fucking. So sweet! 


Later, as the sweat and cum are drying and we’re too 
exhausted for showers, | ask Tatsu what it was that sensei 
Saito said to him. Tatsu struggles to answer. “A poem,” he 
says. 


“Traditional poem. Says, eat the fruit too soon, it is firm but 
tastes bad. Eat too late, may be sweet, but is loose and 
mushy like old body. Must be taken at just the right moment. 


He means, this is right moment for us.” 


Long pause. Tatsu’s barbaric American friend struggles to 
comprehend. Tatsu adds, “He will enjoy to think about us. 
Our young love.” 


Okay, whatever, but “Will you have to go back to him?” 
“If he needs me, | will serve him.” 


I’m about to ask another question.Tatsu puts a finger to my 
lips. Stop talking. Be silent. 


Live this moment. Very Japanese. So very exotic. Am | too 
much into my type, my 


fetish, my Dojo men? Will they hold me forever? | suppose | 
should explore other 


cultures, other men. | really should. Some day. 
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ON ICE 

BY JAMES BUCHANAN 


“I feel like a goddamn Brokeback joke.” Carter slammed his 
hand against the locker 


door. It clanged against the frame and bounced back at him. 
“I mean, jeez, look at me.” 


Ron Wiess looked at him. He liked to look at Carter Powell. In 
fact he made a habit of doing so every chance he got. 


Usually the blonde man was a lot more serene; exuding 
quiet confidence and poise. 


Today Carter’s panties were bunched because of the 
costuming choices for their latest routine. An eight-man ice 
dance set to Elvis Presley and geared to make the ladies 
melt. 


The show’s designer had gone nuts on faded, stretch denim 
for Carter. Tight blue jeans and an artfully ragged denim 
Shirt topped by a white, straw cowboy hat. It was intended 
to set off rangy muscles, straw blonde hair and grey eyes. 
The costumer, Jean, had done a damn fine job. 


Ron had drawn a red flannel with the sleeves torn out, 
muleskinner gloves and matching Stetson. Jean claimed it 
accentuated his dark hair and thick biceps. He crossed his 


arms and ankles, leaning on the guard wall opposite while 
watching Carter vent. 


“| used to do triple axels,” Carter ranted, “now I’m doing 
belly slides and wiggling my tush everywhere.” Both men 
wore their skates, guards still on the blades. They’d come in 
for fittings and a test run of the gear. Street style clothes 
weren't quite as flexible as the spandex body gloves that 
they normally wore. Splitting a seam in the middle of dress 
rehearsal wasn’t a good idea. 


The only person Ron ever thought looked good in the Lycra 
outfits was Carter. His tall, lean frame was made for showing 
off. Carter was a former competition singles skater; an also 
ran. One of those men who devoted every last waking 
moment to making the dream 


only to fall just this side of perfect. 


When Carter hit the rink just about everyone stopped and 
watched. Especially if he was just skating; going where the 
soul of his internal music sent him. Effortless backward 
glides ended in near perfect Lutzes. Carter could launch into 
a jump and land so perfectly that he didn’t even send up 
spray. Every move accompanied by sensual gestures and 


bedroom eyes. He didn’t skate. He flowed. 


Carter was elegant and graceful and athletic, all the things 
Ron was not. 


Well, Ron had to admit he was pretty damn athletic. That’s 
what came from being a 


former league hockey player. At one time he’d played for 
the Havoc out of Huntsville. 


All pro up-and-comer until a little incident where Ron had 
taken a hockey stick to an asshole’s face. Unfortunately that 
asshole had been the owner's son. “Shit Cart at least you 
get paid to skate. Isn’t that what you always tell me?” Ron 
still sported a bit of the southern drawl. “Besides,” he sidled 
up to Carter’s hips, “I thought you liked to do the bump and 
grind routine?” 
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“Okay, shut up.” Carter pushed him away. “There’re people 
still around.” 


“I know.” Smiling, Ron yanked the guards from his skates 
and coasted backward out onto the ice. “It’s no fun if there’s 
no one to catch us.” Shaking his head, Carter followed him 
out into the rink. 


They zipped across the glass surface, not two feet apart. 
When Carter had first started skating with him, Ron had 
worked like a dog to keep up. He’d been brought into the 


company for lifts and hard-core stunts, not ice dance. Carter 
told him he was too pretty to waste that way. Adagio skating 
was their life... a few spectacular flips and acrobatic lifts 
could serve in the ice shows. None of the intense 
competitive moves were required, just showmanship. 


Brooding, boyish Ron had become Carter Powell’s pet 
project. Carter taught Ron how to show off. Ron learned to 
pick out a lady in the front row and give her a come hither 
smile. Flexing his ass as he leaned into a turn became 
second nature. After months of practice, with Ron doing 
simple routines while carrying a Zamboni tire, Carter had 


insisted the talent director review Ron’s style. The woman 
had agreed and moved him up to general chorus. 


Of course some of the best lessons hadn’t come on the ice. 
The things Carter showed him about enjoying his own body 
rocketed him from awkward to assured in the space of 


months. 


Now he could spin and jump with the lot. Bad-boy good 
looks didn’t hurt his career, 


either. He still wasn’t the most elegant out there. But when 
he hit the ice with Carter something just happened. They 
didn’t have to practice... fooling around did it. If Carter 
moved Ron just knew where they were going. Effortlessly 
they would glide together. 


Without conscious communication, Carter and Ron would 
blend into weaves and glides. 


Moving with Carter taught him posture and style. 


Swinging his right leg around behind him, Carter launched 
the jump. Ron was only a 


second after on the Salchow. He landed heavier, but steady. 
A year ago he would have ended the jump in a face plant. 


“Hey you two!” The motherly voice came from the booth 
above the practice rink. It 


belonged to the equally motherly Jean. Costumers came in 
two flavors: wanna-be 


designers and matronly types who put their sewing skills to 
good use. She hung her 


ample chest over her arms and out the sound-booth 
window, “How are those pants 


working out for you?” Jean reminded Ron of most of his big- 
boned, mid-western 


relatives. 


As Carter glided to a graceful stop he folded his arms across 
his chest, “They’re good.” 
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“Yeah mom,” Ron pulled a hockey side break, spraying 
Carter’s boots with ice. Ignoring the nasty glare from Carter, 
“Pretty fun and flexible.” Just to show off he dropped into 
the splits. Instantly he regretted it, “Oww.” Ron really wasn’t 
quite that limber. He had to warm up a lot before he could 
pull off moves like the splits. 


As he grimaced and pulled his legs up under his body, Jean 
laughed. “Well the pants seem to move okay. Look, if you’re 
going to be around for awhile, I’m just going to lock you in. 
Got grandma duty. You two shut things down tonight?” 


“Sure.” Ron jumped back up on the blades. “We're good 
mom. Can you throw some 


tunes on before you bail?” Skating was always easier when 
he had a beat to follow. 


Waving, she shot one last instruction, “Be careful with the 
costumes. Wreck ‘em and l'Il just have to whoop you. Put 
‘em in the shop when you're finished practicing.” 


Velvet vocals courtesy of the King poured through the 
speakers. Carter was already 


gliding back into the center of the rink. Ron slid across the 
ice gaining speed without seeming to move. Another little 


trick Carter had taught him. “Use your hips, sway, like this.” 
He could remember the first time Carter took his hips in 
hand and showed him how to move. Later he’d shown Ron 
how to do it on the ice. 


A few turns and sways and Carter went for a flip, launching 
off the right toe pick. It had taken Ron a while to get used to 
the picks at the tip of his blades... hockey skates didn’t need 
them. Now he could use them with skill for his own launch. 
They landed backward and coasted again. 


Recovering, Carter shot over his shoulder, “I’d give you a 
5.5 for that move.” He 


laughed. “The entry was a little rough, but you pulled it out 
at the end.” 


“Really?” Ron cut across Carter’s path, close enough to drag 
his hand over the denim-clad chest. Carter shivered. “How 
much for this move?” 


“Come on Ron, focus!” 


“Oh baby.” Ron turned his eyes never leaving Carter’s body, 
“You have no idea how 


focused | am right now.” 
Carter hissed through a tight smile, “You son of a bitch.” 


“What,” Ron hadn’t stopped touching and circling, “it’s in 
the show.” 


“Right. How ‘bout we try a little of the actual routine now?” 
Carter turned and surged down the ice. 


Laughing, Ron picked up some speed and then slid in 
behind. Gloved hands latched onto Carter’s waist and pulled 
him back against Ron’s pelvis. “How ‘bout this one?” He 
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rocked his hips from side to side in the exaggerated bump 
and grind that was part of the show. 


Carter broke and lunged across the rink. “We’re supposed to 
be practicing.” On his heels, Ron spread into his own lunge, 
right leg bent, left trailing along the ice. 


“We're supposed to be trying on our costumes. Everything 
else is just gravy.” 


Rising, Carter did a crossover turn. Then he shot one of his 
Carter Powell signature Tango-stop glares. This time in 
reverse. “Okay then, you horn dog, let’s work on the Death 
Spiral.” 


Ron pulled up short. That was a tricky maneuver. It was 
designed to be done 


male/female. Lighter and more limber, Carter got the layout. 
Bulkier Ron was the pivot. 


The Death Spiral was a pretty advanced move and he was 
more than a little nervous. 


They’d been working up slow and gentle for this. No matter 
how many times he did it 


Ron just couldn’t get used to the responsibility. Carter’s 
safety rested in his ability to hang tight. If his grip slipped 
Carter could end up slammed into a wall or the audience 
and it scared the shit out of him. 


Carter started at the Lutz corner, picking up speed as he 
came. Breathe, he reminded himself, just breathe and focus. 
Their chorographer wanted it fast and dramatic. Ron 
reached out, grabbing Carter’s outstretched hands. They 
locked grips, hands to wrists. 


Ron dropped slightly, spinning Carter out and down. Carter’s 
body stretched out over the ice. His left blade skimmed the 
surface; his right leg lay on the other. Three turns, four turns 
and Ron brought them up. 


Carter spun off. He went with the momentum, then went 
into a ballet style jump. Ron 


caught up with him on the landing. “Better?” Carter coasted 
backwards. Ron glided in, catching Carter’s hips in his 
hands, again. The first time he’d tried that, Carter was so 
startled that they’d gone down in a pile of arms and legs 
and skates. 


“You're still a little stiff on it, but yeah you’re doing better. 
We have time to perfect it.” 


“I’m sorry. Considering that the only prior couple’s 
experience | had was being my kid sister’s default pairs 
partner...” He moved closer, running his hands up Carter’s 
back. 


“Course maybe | just need some more one-on-one 
coaching.” Carter shuddered, sucking 


in his breath. “You know, you could have had Dieter or Ellis 
as pivot. Both of them could do this move a lot better than 
me.” 


“Yeah,” body against body they glided. Grey-blue eyes 
gazed into Ron’s brown. “But I trust you more than | trust 


them.” 
Ron leaned in, brushing Carter’s lips with his own, “Really?” 


“Mmm, of course. You know how difficult skating this close 
to someone is?” 
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“That’s the point.” 


Elvis disappeared. In its place Bread and Butter sounded. 
Ron started swaying to the syncopated beat. Where he and 
Carter rubbed together was just perfect. The grinding 


motion was working shivers up his spine. Apparently it was 
having the same effect on Carter. There was suddenly more 
to grind against. “I didn’t think even with a cock ring you 
could get stiff on the ice.” Stretch denim it definitely was. 


“I'd stay stiff at the north pole around you.” Carter 
snickered. “I always get hard. Why do you think | completely 
ignore you after we skate? If | didn’t, I’d start ripping your 
clothes off in public.” 


“Public huh?” Well they were pretty public now. With an evil 
laugh Ron grabbed 


Carter’s crotch and squeezed. Startled, Carter jerked. His 
toe pick caught in Ron’s blade. 


Twisting, Ron tried to disentangle the skates. Carter pulled 
his foot back, moving in the wrong direction, tangling them 
more. “Whoa!” Ron’s legs went out from under him. He 


grabbed at Carter’s shirt for support. Buttons popped, 
shooting across the ice. They went down in a flailing pile of 
arms and legs. 


Carter landed on his ass. Ron landed with his face between 
Carter’s legs. Nearly purple, the blonde man screamed, 
“What in God’s name were you thinking!” 


“Anticipate, don’t react...” Ron looked up; brown eyes wide, 
“isn’t that what you always tell me?” He knew he shouldn’t 
laugh when Carter got upset. It never helped the 


situation. But damn, sexy guy, sputtering, legs spread, shirt 
torn open, with a cowboy hat pushed back on his head and 
wearing ice skates; it was funny. “Cowboys on ice... holy 


shit.” Ron butted his head into Carter’s stomach and 
dissolved into laughter. When he could almost breathe 
again, “Don’t tell me you didn’t see that move coming?” 


“Oh yeah?” Carter grabbed Ron by the hair and pushed him 
down into his crotch. “See 


that coming?” Instead of answering, Ron opened his mouth, 
sucking on Carter through 


his jeans. “Shit!” 


Ron ran his tongue along the edge of the zipper. Little nips 
made Carter moan. He so needed to get that man out of his 
pants. Ron worked at the fly, but his gloves kept getting in 
the way, making things awkward. He just couldn’t make 
himself stop long enough to pull them off. “A little help, 
Cart?” 


“No, | think | like watching you struggle.” 


Ron sat back. “Fuck you then.” He turned and started to 
crawl away. 
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Carter slid his hands across Ron’s tight ass, grabbing his 
thighs. “You know skating just does wonderful things for 
your glutes.” 


A shiver shot up Ron’s spine and he stopped. Carter was 
between his legs, undoing his jeans, pulling them down. 
“You do wonderful things for my glutes.” More chills swept 
over Ron as the cool air hit his skin. 


“Really, like this?” Carter’s tongue traced down the crack of 
his ass, reaching and 


searching. 


Ron trembled under the touch. “Yeah, shit, like that.” He 
moaned, pushing back against Carter’s tongue. Feeling him 
drive harder and deeper, “Damn, just like that.” 


Carter licked a few times, pulled back a bit and then buried 
his tongue deep. He 


mumbled, “You taste wonderful,” as he explored. The way 
Carter was working his body 


made Ron ache. Finally, Carter pulled away. “Don’t move.” 
The sound of a zipper 


clawed at Ron’s balls. Carter grabbed his hips again, pulling 
them together. “You want me baby?” Carter’s cock was 
pressing against Ron’s hole. 


His hips rose to meet the pressure. “Always.” Ron threw 
back his head and cried out as Carter pushed deep. Frost 
ran down Ron’s back. A little rough with just spit, but still as 
wonderful as it always was. Moaning, his knees slipped and 
his cock grazed the ice. For two seconds Ron’s brain shut 
down then he screamed, “Jesus fucking Christ its cold!” 


Rocking them both, “Shut up, you have gloves on, it can’t 
be that bad,” Carter panted. 


“It’s not the gloves hitting the ice.” 


Carter stilled. Then with a laugh he drove down hard, “Oh 
really, you mean like this?” 


His cock bumped the frozen surface. Almost-pain shot up 
from the tip, “Fuck!” Ron 


wiggled and skidded, doing everything in his power to keep 
himself away from the ice. 


“Quit it. I’m serious... I’m leaking I’m gonna get stuck if you 
don’t stop.” 


“Ohh, firemen, hot water...” 
“Don’t even think it, Cart!” 


Carter’s hand slid down his prick. His finger drifted through 
the slit at the tip. “Yep you are leaking.” Then he wrapped 
his fist around Ron’s cock and stroked. His hands were 
cold... not as cold as the ice. That cool grip moving along 
the heat of Ron’s prick was incredible. “Better keep your 
hips up then.” As Carter moved within him he lost more and 
more control, drowning in the heat licking up his thighs. His 
own cock was coursing in a trail of its own moisture in 
Carter’s grip. The weight of his lover against his back fed his 


Shivers. Freezing cold and burning hot all at the same time, 
Ron thought he would burst. 
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Panting, Carter slammed into Ron. Both were trembling. 
God, it had never been this 


intense before. Of course they’d never done it at the rink 
before. The possibility of getting caught, the thought that 
someone might see was incredibly erotic. Frost clawed at 
the back of his legs and ran up his belly. 


Carter was driving their rhythm harder and faster, crying, 
panting, half-words breaking his lips. Jamming himself onto 
Carter’s cock, Ron was going to explode, explode or die. 


Heat built in the center of his groin and licked its way up 
through the nerves in his cock. 


Convulsions wracked him as he erupted. 


Carter was only seconds behind chanting, “God, Ron, 
damn.” He buried his face between Ron’s shoulders, still 
shuddering. Carter nuzzled the back of his neck. “So good. 
Always so good.” For a time they just stayed wrapped 
together, supported by Ron’s strong body. 


Finally Ron had to move. His hands were going numb 
through the leather and he could 


feel pain in his knees. Pushing back to kneel on the ice, his 
lover slid from his body. 


Carter kissed the back of his neck, causing aftershocks. 
“Well,” Ron’s laugh went 


wicked, “lIl give you a 5.5 for that move. The entry was a 
little rough, but you pulled it out at the end.” 


“Well, actually, | didn’t pull out.” Carter looked between 
their legs. Ron’s gaze followed. 


“Holy shit, Ron.” The rink surface was chewed from their 
picks. Come had frozen a 


couple of Carter's buttons to the ice. he others were 
somewhere off on the rink. “How are we going to explain 
this?” 


“Explain what?” Ron was tucking himself back into his 
pants. “Two words... four am, 


Zamboni.” He gained his feet. 


“Jeez.” Carter readjusted his own clothes. “Had to teach you 
to skate. Had to teach you to fuck. Now I’ve got to teach you 
to count.” With a grunt he stood, “And the costumes?” 


Carter spread the shirttails wide. Not a button was left. 


“Wardrobe malfunction?” Carter’s eyes nearly bugged out of 
his head. Ron fled, 


stumbling across the rink as the startled man gave chase. 
His lover caught him. Kissing, wrestling, laughing, “Well, 
yeah, shit, it didn’t work for Janet Jackson either.” 
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CENTER POCKET 
BY EMILY VEINGLORY 


He’s always the first one at the door around dusk when | 
open, leaning back on the stucco wall with one knee bent. 
Hip shot, low riding khakis barely slung across his groin, 
eyes off to the side somewhere, like he isn’t even really 
here. | shouldn’t even let him in. 


Kinsey hustles. No, not like that — snooker. 


He slides in ahead of me before | even get through the door. 
Thin but tall, lithe and ragged like a stray cat. He’s got his 
pool cue with him, like always. | ignore him. Sure | do. He 
doesn’t fall for that. He’s had too many free drinks out of 
me; too many times he looked up and caught me looking 
back. | only hope the mirrored shades | wear mean he 
doesn’t always know for sure. 


The pool table takes coins, but we all know Kinsey works it 
with a slug on a string. He’s down there now racking up the 
balls. Before long | hear the muted clinks and smell the first 
sweet taint of cheap cigarettes. And if | look, so what? | tell 
myself he can’t really know how | feel. | played Kinsey’s 
game too long to show what’s going on inside when nothing 
good can come of it. 


| unlock the till, give the counter a cursory swipe and bring 
up some stock from the basement. Old Jeff is in next, 
installing himself at the bar for the first of many halfs of 80 


Schilling. Some students come in and turn on the old TV for 
the footie. Regulars and passers-by add to the smoke and 
static of voices until the whole place seems to drift out of 
focus and time passes just as fast as it damn well pleases — 
a place apart. 


The evening draws out like taffy, lit by the strobe of my 
obsession. Each time | look up he’s there by the table. 
Kinsey blowing smoke up to the overhead light, fumes and 


fine features struck bright. Kinsey leaning forward, pulling 
back his stick with a confidant flick, driving it through 
clawed up fingers. Kinsey aims one of his beaming smiles at 
a loitering student, but the calculation is already behind his 
eyes like ticker tape. How to get him in a game? How to 
make him bet? 


l'Il give him this, Kinsey is bloody good, he'll never meet a 
man he can’t beat at snooker and he won’t — not here. He 
could play pro and make it work if he had a different 


nature, something to anchor and steady him — take him 
away from dives like this where all he plays for is grubby 
tens and twenties to get by day-to-day. 


In contrast, everything else down here is dark, so dark, like 
a Polaroid in reverse — 


sinking into a black from which there is no return. 
Sometimes | feel like it is the glass eyes | see through, 
darkly. Blacker with every passing day. 


It used to be enough, you know. A little business of my own 
that breaks even and just a bit more. A few friends, no 
better than me perhaps, but no worse. Something to do at 
night, somewhere to sleep away most of the day. Go away 
little alley cat — shoo. It’s him that reminds me of a time | 
took my conquests as | please, as due.... 
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A full house at the Underdown is about twenty people, it’s a 
basement dive, but it’s full tonight. I’m breaking even by 
midnight and pure profit ‘til two when I send Old Jeff out on 
the street, the last of them as usual. I’m tired in an empty 
sort of way. My eyes are dry from smoke. Perhaps | haven’t 
fully explained -- | have just one real eye and one glass orb, 


memento of a bar fight from almost ten years and a 
different life ago. 


| force my mind away from that track and try to live like 
Kipling said. “And then you'll be a man....” 


| close the door, lock it, switch off the main lights and turn. 
The sigh is silent but deep. 


The old place is battered, dirty and worn down almost to its 
bones. Hardly the traditional pub | had in mind to retire to 
with glory and my own meager handful of fame. That was 
going to be the real deal, all smoked glass, beveled mirrors 
and gleaming wood. 


One more faint ‘click’. Goddamn, me wearing my private 
face and not alone. 


“Play a frame?” Kinsey asks blandly. 
“Time you got out of here.” 


After all these months he knows that well enough, but just 
racks up. The little shit is really pushing it tonight. But then 
he picks up the old, cracked, pub cue and holds out his own 
‘precious’ for me to use. He smiles and | can’t hate that 
face. Thin with sharp 


features, small dark eyes and hair in dire need of cutting 
that falls over them every time he leans forward. 


| walk over and my hand seems to drift up on its own. Even 
after all these years the slender wooden barrel fits in my 
hands so smoothly. | suppose | am accepting... 


something. He racks up and sets up the D for my break 
shot. In silence | comply and start off well enough. There’s 


little to gauge in the first shot, but after that one eye is not 
enough to hit them fine and true. 


Kinsey, | know, is not his real name. | don’t know where he 
got it, but can guess. He looks at men and women alike with 
an appraising stare, sorting them in moments into 


those he can cheat, fuck or ignore. Getting on, and never a 
stud, | know which of those | must warrant. 


Small eyes, he has — so dark I can only call them black and 
not guess any other color. 


There’s tension in him and as the game goes on, badly for 
me — my breaks never last 


long. He gets more tense until finally... 


“You're letting me win!” he snaps. A flash of anger breaks 
his usual languor. 


| rest the butt of his polished cue gently on the dusty, 
wooden floor. “You’ve no money on it and little else to gain. 
What do you care how | play the game?” 
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My utter calm seems only to wind him tighter. He stalks over 
to me, stands just a little too close, but | don’t care. He 
reaches out and lifts off my glasses. He won't see it though. 
Not while | am looking directly at him. The prosthetic eye is 
meticulously 


matched to my one remaining. It doesn’t track quite right 
when my gaze moves, but now it has no cause to, it’s him 
I’m looking at like a needle to north. 


His eyes prove to be brown, thickly lashed and intent, the 
pupils wide enough to look blown. A pretty enough little 
thug if your tastes run like mine. 


After one poised moment | laugh and would have stepped 
away, but Kinsey seems 


enraged. He steps forward too fast for me even to react; 
some dim instinct starts to flare, alone down here with a full 
till and no one to miss me until late tomorrow. But robbery is 
not on Kinsey’s mind. 


His long-fingered hands grasp the back of my head and he 
grinds his mouth against mine. 


| feel the pool table against the back of my legs and drop 
that cue of his with a clatter. He pushes me back onto the 
table. My hands fall upon the worn wool baize, more familiar 
than any lover’s skin — how I miss it. 


The single bulb glares down on me, too bright, and forces 
my eyes closed. | lie on the old table like a sacrifice, with 
the back of my head reaching across the width to rest on 
the raised cushion and the centre pocket between my 
thighs. Kinsey clambers up to straddle my groin, knees 
stretching the old cloth. 


| raise one hand to shield my good eye, he’s watching me 
like he needs a reaction, but | don’t have one to give. He 
needs to read more Kipling, this one, especially ‘If’. There’s 
only one line of that poem | can’t say | live up to: “/f you can 
dream - -and not make dreams your master” . | dreamed of 
being the best at this game, once. And since some drunken 
thug despoiled that dream I’ve never had another, no 
matter how | lie to myself 


— perhaps | never will. 


Kinsey reaches down and releases the button on my worn, 
old Levis. He has to rise up on his knees a bit to pull down 
the zip and ease them down just far enough. He’s looking 
down at me and now | am starting to tense up. Because | 
don't get it. A kid like Kinsey doesn’t suddenly get the hots 
for a man of middle years and only passable looks without 
much in the way of cash or influence to make up the 
difference. 


“I Saw you, you know,” Kinsey says. 


Kinsey bears down a bit. My cock, held back by thin cotton 
briefs, eases into the crease of his khakis. Too much cloth 
between us by far, it insists. | begin to understand what 
Kinsey is talking about and then he says it clear enough for 
anyone. “’Pot Black’ on the telly and ‘84 when you almost 
took the championship at Sheffield.” 


My brush with fame; for all it was a brush with wax-made 
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lost to me now and even as an earth bound man, I’m 
broken. But there’s still things | know. Things | could tell a 
young man with the spark of talent in him. Strange it never 
occurred to me before now; it never occurred to me to care 
much what Kinsey made of 


himself although | knew what use | wanted to make of him. 


Thoughts flicker through the buzz in my head like little fish 
in a river torrent. There was never much publicity about my 
bar fight and having a common name nobody ever made 


the link. I just stopped entering the championships, stopped 
answering my phone and 


lacking money, moved. In terms of the snooker world, | 
disappeared pretty much 


overnight. 


Kinsey slides from the table, down between my dangling 
legs and leans over, curling 


those clever fingers over my briefs and dragging them down 
in that excruciating moment of embarrassment and 
anticipation. He takes my over-eager cock his hand and 
looks 


down appraisingly before leaning forward and licking the tip 
with the broad flat of his tongue. My mind is filled with 
blasphemous exclamations and then wiped completely 


clean of all thought as his whole mouth engulfs me. 


Some of my more idle fantasies have dwelt on Kinsey’s 
small, thin-lipped mouth, but the reality of it exceeds any 
expectation I’ve never had. Sliding down tight and very wet 
he pauses as the head of my cock brushes the back of this 
throat and then pushes on. Every muscle in my body 
responds in a ripple right down to my toes. Goddamn but | 
thought 


I'd be buried without feeling the like again. 


He works me slow and very wet and | just close my eyes 
and let him do it. | raise my hands up and hold onto the 
cushion running behind my head, elbows sticking up in the 
air. There is no doubt that Kinsey has practiced and honed 
this skill and who am I to complain? Without any tenderness 
he works my bare cock without even touching the rest of me 
-- except in the metaphorical sense, but that, | decide, can 
be my secret. 


Holding the base of my cock with precisely circled thumb 
and finger he dose not tease or draw things out. He devours 
me with merciless strokes, growing quicker, applying his 
rasping tongue almost too hard. Then, just as | can barely 
stand it, he runs the dry base of his thumb down over my 
straining balls. 


| come almost before | Know it, hard and sudden with a jerk 
and a moan | didn’t mean to let escape. By the time | get 
my eyes open and roll onto my side, he’s leaving. Stopping 
to collect his fallen cue and tapping it against his hands as 
he walks, checking | haven’t cracked it. 


The only light on is the one | am lying under and I can hardly 
see him at all, but hear him fumbling with the lock to get 
out. 


“What the hell’s your game, Kinsey?” 


There is a silence just long enough for me to know how 
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and spotlit upon the table. 


“Snooker,” he replies. “But | could use a coach. Maybe we 
ought to talk about that... 


some time.” 


And with that the cocky bastard walks out and leaves the 
door banging open. /f you can dream -- and not make 
dreams your master. Well fuck you, Kipling. | welcome any 
dreams that... come. 
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RINGSIDE 


BY CB POTTS 


A nudge, a murmur. A whispered conference in the back of 
the gym. 


And then, 


“Coach. Old Man. What’s going on?” The eyes drop almost 
deferentially, rise again, 


knowing, complicit. Furtive. Arrogant. “You know you’re not 
supposed to be here.” 


| soread my hands, wide, open, honest. A shrug, belying my 
confidence. “It’s a free 


country.” 


“That may be. That may be indeed.” Oh, the little bastard’s 
comfortable now, proud of his position. | wonder how long 
Craig’s been tipping him. “But that doesn’t change that 
you're not welcome here.” 


“Let me hear that from the Champ and l'Il go.” 
“Champ’s got no time for you.” 


“What’s that?” Heavy footfalls, dress shoes on the cement 
floor. “What don’t I have time for?” 


“Apparently,” | said, turning to face the man who’d been my 
world, “you don’t have time for me.” 


Black eyes met mine, slid down over my body, sidled back 
up. His hands, hands that 


have knocked the mightiest men in the world to the mat, 
twitched at his sides, fingertips curling convulsively toward 


tree trunk thighs. One nostril flared, just a fraction of a 
millimeter. 


“That depends.” Now our gazes were locked. “You sober?” 
“Three weeks.” 
“Show me.” 


When the Champ gets in the ring, it welcomes him. It 
accepts him. He belongs in the 


squared circle. He dominates the space, claiming every inch 
of it with a forty-inch reach and feet that are faster than 
thought. 


Things are a little different for me. I’m from the old Irish 
school of boxing, where you take as much punishment as 
you have to, letting your opponent tire himself out before 
making your move. The ring isn’t a pleasant place for me. | 
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every time | step through the ropes. But | also know that 
more likely than not I’m going to win. 


Not this time. This time I’m here for the beating. 


Champ’s bigger. He’s stronger. He’s ten years younger and 
mightily pissed off at me. 


His first jab is a body shot, stony knuckles burying 
themselves in the soft plain of my stomach, knocking half 
the wind out of me. The next, a cute little uppercut, 
connects squarely with my jaw. 


That starts the stars dancing across my vision. | can’t hear 
the bells ringing yet, but that will come. 


Bam. Bam.Bam. A flurry of blows to the Champ, all along his 
ribcage. It’s like hitting a statue, solid marble meeting all 
too fallible flesh. 


“C’mon kid,” | snarl. “Don’t go soft on me.” 


For any other time, those shots never would have gotten 
through. His guard is too good, too instinctive. 


Half a smile, a raised eyebrow. 
“All right then.” 
A right cross sends me reeling, but | recover after two steps. 


Out of the corner of my eye | see them, dark sharks sidling 
out of the recesses of the gym, slinking out of hidden 
corners to gather ‘round the ring. They stand there, silent, 
arms crossed, watching their idol at work. 


| hook left and surprise him, square on the temple. 


There’s a quick jump of fire in his eyes and he comes back 
at me hard. Fast. Furious. 


Angry. | smile. 
“There you are,” | murmur. “There’s the Champ.” 


Fast as lightning, the grin shoots across his face. Chased 
away maybe by nostalgia, 


maybe by regret. 


No time to ponder which, not with his fists flying at me. 
Body shot, body shot, body shot again, but they’re all clean. 
I’m too slow, too old, too tired for this. 


“Break!” 
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It sounds like a rifle shot, fired from the corner of the ring. 
Champ and | both pause half a second, puzzled at the 
interruption in our sparring. 


Then a low giggle runs through the sharks around the ring, 
gold glints flashing as thick necklaces rise and fall on 
amused chests. That’s when I knew. 


“Hello, Craig.” One glove up, an old gesture for calming the 
Champ. Even now, even 


after everything, he obeyed. It was beautiful the way he 
stilled his body, letting the peace flood through his muscles. 
“What can | do for you?” 


“For one, you can get the hell away from my fighter.” 


“Your fighter?” Bold now, obvious, putting on airs | thought 
I'd left in the barroom. My eyes went up the Champ’s body, 
tracing over his ebony skin, looking intently for some new 
clue. “I don’t see your name on him.” 


Craig was in the ring now. He’s a big man, earned his 
muscles inside. Everywhere the Champ was dark and heat, 
Craig is light and cold. 


Café au lait skin, close-cropped hair. And he’s all business. 
I’ve known Craig a long time and it’s always been about the 
money for him. It all comes down to the numbers. That 
makes him mean. He’s mean and he’s smart. He’s also has 
one hell of an eye for a 


fighter. My fighter. 


“Don’t be stupid.” His eyes glared down half a foot. “I don’t 
need no ink on his skin to make him mine. My mark’s on his 
soul.” 


| swallowed the laugh. Probably prudent. Definitely more 
prudent than my next words, which went to Champ. 


“Marks on your soul, Francis? What kind of freak-case nut 
job have you twisted yourself up in now?” 


| never saw it coming. Fifteen years | wore the gloves. 
Fifteen years | fought damn near every night. Fifteen years 
of instinct, of training, of ring sense. Nothing. 


Craig’s fist came upside my jaw and laid me out. Teeth went 
flying and I lay on the mat, more than half dazed, drinking in 
the flinty sharp edge of my own blood. 


When I'd first found the Champ he was a scrawny little 
eight-year-old kid named 


Francis. Good bones, but more than half starved. Heroin had 
his mother, along with just 


‘bout every man that could lay down a twenty when the 
mood struck. 


A hamburger here, a hamburger there, and before you know 
it, | was talking to his 


teachers about make up exams and summer school. 
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God, he hated it. Couldn’t stand the classroom, fought like 
the Devil’s own fury at being pinned behind a desk half the 
day. 


But he did it. Because | asked him to - and because | had 
the keys to the gym. 


The gym, where the Champ came alive, and Francis faded 
away. Nothing much at first - 


some drills at the speed bag, maybe some free weights here 
and there. But he had such a fury in him, such a need to 
fight, that even these small steps became momentous. He 
used to scream his rage out on the hanging bag, bawling 
through the endless series of punches. 


Wild horses couldn’t have pulled him away. 


| never even tried. He was magnificent in his rage, howling 
as hard as he hit, punishing the heavy bag with every fiber 
of his being. And in that fury, in that angry little boy, | could 
see the fighter he could become. Would become, if he’d 
listen to me. 


And for a while he did. He learned all the combinations, how 
to move his body around the ring, how to outthink his 
opponents. He even, at long last, learned to stop howling 
when he fought. 


Apparently he’d forgotten that last lesson. After | hit the 
mat, the Champ went at Craig with a roar | hadn’t heard in 
twenty years. 


Craig’s not me. Long years and hard liquor have yet to dull 
his reflexes. For a big man, he can dodge remarkably well - 
and when his fists landed in the Champ’s midsection, | know 
the Champ felt them. 


Still, he fought back. Boxing had been abandoned with that 
first lunge. This was pure, bare-knuckled fighting, with 


headshots and the odd leg sweep - anything to put your 
man down. 


| watched, fascinated by the sight of the two battling. 
Bulging forearms moved deadly fast, jabbing and cutting. 
Champ was all about the right hook, pounding Craig’s jaw. 


Craig has a nastier edge, with big roundhouses aimed to 
knock my boy out. 


Then the Champ’s size fourteen boot hit the mat a few 
inches from my wide-eyed melon and | decided it was time 
to get out of the way. Rolling under the ropes is never the 
best way to leave the ring, but it beat the hell out of getting 
carried out! 


Surprisingly, the sharks caught me. Gentle hands, young 
hands, still baby soft, helped me to the floor. 


“Champ won't like it if you get hurt, Coach,” one shark 
purred, making sure | had my feet under me. “If your ass 
has got to get beat, he'll want to do it himself.” 


“Thanks,” | replied, shaking the stars out of my head. “l 
think.” 
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“Thank me later,” the shark smiled. Then he winced. “If you 
get the chance, that is.” 


For Craig’s latest shot had the Champ staggering. Another 
right - a vicious little rabbit punch - opened up his forehead. 
An inch thick crimson river started to flow, welling just 
above his eyebrow, one plump bead trailing another into the 
Champ’s eyes. 


He saw it at the same moment | did. From outside the ring, 
some twenty feet away, | 


could hear his mind snap. 


The next punch would have been enough to kill a small 
man, cripple one Craig’s size. 


Would have, if it connected. 


Yet it stopped, soft as a downed dove, in the palm of my 
hand. 


“Francis Obediah Wilson, you are too angry to fight,” | said. 
My words were quiet, yet they echoed like gunfire through 
the gym. The sharks were frozen in place, wide eyed, 
uncertain what they’d seen happen in the course of a split 
second. “Out of the ring.” 


“What do you think you’re doing?” Craig was still pumped, 
the anger bright in his eyes. 


The Champ looked up. “He just saved your life, you idiot. 
Show some respect.” 


KKK 


“You still at the Saxony?” The Champ growled at me, 
toweling the blood off his forehead as we walked the 
sidewalk. The crowds parted in front of us, as if Moses was 
giving 

direction. 


“Nah, I’m at the Merritt.” A pause, studying the sidewalk. 
“You don’t want to go there, man. Definitely the low rent 


district. No gym, no table, not even a tub. It’s justa 
shower.” 


“You're there. Craig’s not. That’s where I’m headed.” Three 
paces, long, full strides. 


“You coming?” 
“Of course.” 


KKK 


He took in the room with a glance - the neatly made bed, 
the Gideon bible and blue book on the nightstand, the TV 
turned to the wall. 


“You are living large, aren’t you?” 


| flopped into the lone easy chair, gestured for him to sit on 
the bed. “I had to simplify. 


Had to focus. There was a lot of garbage in my head that 
had to come out.” 
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“Garbage like me?” Brown eyes on me, that thin glint of hurt 
Shining bright. “I’m what you had to get away from.” 


“No.” Shook my head. Stood up. “Not you. Never you.” 


“Bullshit!” he exploded, on his feet in an instant. “You left 
because of me.” 


“No, Francis.” My eyes dropped. “I left because of me.” 


“Because you were disgusted with me. Because you 
couldn’t stand how | felt about you. 


Better the bottle than me, right?” The Champ headed 
toward the door. “This was a 


mistake.” 
“Francis, wait.” 
He froze, didn’t turn around. 


“That night, when you came to my room...” The night after 
he’d won the junior- 


heavyweight championship for the sixth consecutive time, 
the only man ever to do so. “I was so proud of you. You'd 
fought so well, so strong, so fast.” 


Shoulders squared. “And?” 


“And I’m still proud of you. You know that. | couldn’t be - 
wouldn’t be - prouder if | fought that bout myself. Y’know 
why?” 


“Why? ” 


“Because you did it. My boy.” Words choked, bubbled up 
through the tears. “My son.” 


He turned, eyes meeting mine over one broad shoulder. 
“So when I came to you...” 

“I was feeling like a father.” 

“And | wasn’t acting like no son.” 


| closed my eyes, remembering the fire in his kisses, the 
thrill of his body crushing mine against the wall. 


“No. No, you weren’t.” Eyes still closed. “And | pushed you 
away.” 


“And then you left.” Those tears were bright now, but the 
voice still angry. “What the hell was | supposed to think?” 
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“| didn’t push you away because you weren’t acting like a 
son. | pushed you away 


because | wasn’t feeling like a father.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“At that moment, you weren’t the Champ in my arms. You 
weren't Francis, who I'd 


known since he was a baby. You were just an incredibly hot, 
incredibly desirable man, who | wanted very, very much.” 


“And now?” The space between us closed rapidly. “You're 
not my father, Coach. You 


were good to me - God knows you were good to me - are 
good to me - but you’re not 


my father. Not how it would make things wrong.” 


A finger on his lips stopped him. “I don’t think they made all 
the incest taboos because they were worried about fathers 
hooking up with their sons.” 


A chuckle. “Though God knows we'd churn out some butt- 
ugly babies!” 


“But | can’t do it. I’ve brought you up, Francis. For ten years 
you lived in my house. 


There are some lines you can’t cross.” Now | turned away, 
staring at the mustard-gold industrial drapes concealing the 
chaos outside. “Even if | want to.” 


“Coach?” A hand on my shoulder. “What happens if I’m the 
one that crosses the line?” 


A pivot on the heel, faster than I’d managed in any of my 
last twelve fights. My 


shoulders were caught between the Champ’s hands, pinning 
me in place. 


“Champ?” 


His eyes were inches from mine, full of want. The blood had 
stilled on his forehead, congealing into a bright red blossom 
just above his eyebrow. And his lips. Parted just a fraction, 
looking ever so soft. Oh, God. His lips. 


“Yeah, Coach?” 
“Then | don’t know what happens.” 


“Let’s find out.” His head bent, lips even softer than | 
imagined meeting mine. And 


despite everything, despite the million voices in my head 
screaming that this was wrong, wrong, wrong, | melted into 
that kiss. 


Tongues slid over each other. He stole the air from my lungs, 
pulling the very breath out of me before pausing to say, 
“You're not my father, Coach.” 


Heart pounding, need coursing through my veins, all | could 
do was agree. “No, I’m not.” 
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“And the fact you were so good to me all those years,” the 
Champ continued, pausing 


only to kiss again, “only makes me want you more.” 


“God, God, God,” | moaned, as he chewed his way down my 
neck. Nothing should feel 


this good. My cock was rock hard inside my pants, straining 
against my fly like | was a teenager. 


And seeing the Champ’s hands midnight dark against my 
own Celtic skin? Insane. We 


were breaking every taboo - black and white, man with 
man, father figure and loving 


son. 


Father and son. My brain ached with the thought off it, 
seven generations of Catholic guilt kicking me square in the 
gut. Father and Son. 


His lips had reached my stomach, tongue tracing fiery swirls 
around my navel, when | pushed him away. 


“We can’t do this.” 
Black eyes angry, glaring at me. 
“You mean you can’t do this.” 


“You know why I can’t do this?” | was shouting. The thin 
walls of the Merritt rocked with it. Had it been a classier 
joint, | would have worried - but it wasn’t and | was too 


damn mad to care. “Because | love you. | fucking love you 
more than anything, and 


that’s why I can’t sleep with you!” 


He broke then, mighty shoulders collapsing like a house of 
cards. The cheap motel bed creaked under his sudden 
weight, cushioning his sobs. Tears ran fast and furious, a 


crystalline river spilling over his cheeks. 


| stood silent, watching, helpless in the face of the pain I'd 
caused. 


Finally he stopped. He looked up, tear tracks glistening. 
When he spoke, the words were barely there. 


“But Coach,” he croaked, emotion breaking through every 
syllable. “I love you, too.” 


Arms opened wide. “What are we supposed to do?” 


| stepped into his embrace, cradled his head against my 
chest. The weight against my heart was eerily familiar, an 
echo of the angry eight-year old boy, the junior fighter who 
lost his first bout, the featherweight who'd been three 
pounds over the limit. But back then I’d had the answers. 
Now it was different. 
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“I don’t know, Champ,” | said, slowly rocking back and forth. 
Salty tears slid over my cheeks, slipping sideways into my 
mouth. “I just don’t know.” 
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MORE THAN A MOUTHFUL 


BY SEAN HAGAN 


I'd wanted Gary for a while. It wasn’t his stunning 
personality that drew me to him, nor his amazing 
intellectual prowess. Let’s be honest here - the man was as 
dull as dishwater and just about as smart. 


All of that didn’t matter when he jogged around town 
wearing a tight pair of black shorts. 


It wasn’t the athletically sculpted curves of his ass that drew 
my attention - oh, no. It was that very promising bulge Gary 
carried in front of him that had me salivating. 


I’m not even sure if bulge was the right word. Given the 
proportions of that magic pouch, maybe mountain would 
have been more appropriate. It seemed that the black 
shorts Gary habitually donned to do his running were hard 
pressed to contain all he had to offer. 


And | would have been happy to accept that offer. There are 
few things | enjoy as much as wrapping my hungry lips 
around a big, thick dick. What could be better than coaxing 
a huge piece of man to hardness within the warm, wet 
confines of my mouth, then 


struggling to contain that giant lust monster? 


Needless to say, over the years I’ve found quite a few babes 
to be appreciative of my talent. It didn’t hurt that | was 
willing to do anything necessary to get next to the man- 
meat | wanted. I’d be as brazen or as discreet as was 
needed. I’d go anywhere, do 


anything. 


And that’s what | had to do to get next to Gary. In addition 
to having a bland personality, the possessor of that hidden 
monster cock was also painfully shy. I’d tried to strike up a 
few less-than-casual conversations with him and although | 
made it perfectly clear what | was interested in, the guy 
simply lacked the nerve to do anything about it. 


Somehow it was all up to me. Not only would I have to make 
the first move, it looked like I’d have to make all of the 
moves. 


And the problem with this was what? 


Gary was scheduled to appear at a dinner honoring local 
athletes. As a long-distance runner of no small renown, he 
had a distinguished place at one of the long banquet tables. 


One of the banquet tables, | might add, that was draped 
with a very elegant, heavy, white linen tablecloth. 


It’s amazing how a man with my talents can arrange to have 
a buddy who just happened to be on the waitstaff that 
evening and how that same buddy, gratefully grinning after 
a twenty-minute session in the storage room, managed to 
seat Gary on the secluded end of the table - and to tuck me 
under the aforementioned tablecloth. 
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Gary sat down a few minutes before the festivities started. 
There was barely room for his long legs and my hungry 
mouth - but | was sure there was a way to make both fit. 


I'd waited long enough. My hand trembled as | reached out 
and patted Gary’s tempting packet. This was the do or die 
moment - would this timid stud go along with my 


lascivious intentions - or would he turn me out to the 
humiliating stares of the gathered athletic community? 


My fingers brushed against the bulge, pleasantly hot within 
the confines of Gary’s thin, gray dress slacks. | felt Gary’s 
body stiffen and he dropped a hand into his lap. Tentative 
fingers reached forward, skimmed across the gnarled 
masculinity of my own hand, 


paused for a moment at my black-furred wrist. Another 
moment of truth. Obviously no 


woman had hands like that - and if there was a man that 
interested in Gary, he just had to know it was me. 


As if to confirm that knowledge, Gary reached out toward 
my face. The first touch of his fingers felt like butterflies 
alighting, so gentle that | wasn’t sure he’d even touched 
me. 


But then he pressed more firmly against my cheek, almost 
demandingly against my lips. 


Hey, | know my cue. Although this wasn’t the flesh | was 
longing to suckle, | opened my mouth and let his finger slid 
inside. My tongue, which had been aching for such contact, 
danced around the digit. | sucked so hard on that questing 
finger that I’m sure Gary felt his balls tighten. 


He pulled his hand away slowly, holding up his fingers ina 
gesture requesting patience. | complied, hoping eager saliva 
wasn’t dripping from my lips. 


But then Gary unzipped his fly and pushed aside the tight, 
white fabric of his briefs. It was then that | saw my patience 
would be rewarded. 


Gary’s dick was easily nine inches long and that was mostly 
soft. The drowsy monster curled forward onto his thigh, far 
more impressive than I’d even imagined. Not only long, 
Gary’s dick was so thick around my fingers could barely 
encircle it. 


A few gentle strokes and Gary’s shaft stirred fully to life. | 
took a brief minute to unroll a condom over his meat - I’m 
easy, not crazy! Then it was time to get to work. 


The waiters were bringing around pitchers of ice water when 
my lips first brushed against Gary’s meat. Bulging red, his 
dickhead was as the same size as a spring apple. My tongue 
explored every inch, gliding over the sensitive surface, 
dancing in the deep hollow of his slit. It was beautiful how 
the broad, blunt tip flared gradually to nearly three inches 
around. 


It was a test my lips just couldn’t resist. Sure, they’ve been 
stretched before, but never to such an extent. Mind you, 
only the tender tip of was in my mouth and already my 
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were beginning to ache like they’d been soundly fucked. 


A small grunt of pleasure, barely audible above the clinking 
silverware and murmured conversation, was enough to goad 
me to further effort. My cheeks bulged as | slid my lips 
further and further down Gary’s thick pole. 


Slowly, millimeter by millimeter, | took more of Gary’s man- 
meat inside my mouth. By the time appetizers were served, 
three thick inches were lodged behind my lips. Sweat was 
pouring down my head, running rivers over my face. | could 
taste the salt tainting my saliva, vaguely reminiscent of the 
load | was working so hard to coax forth. 


All the while | was shivering in a state that was half- 
pleasure, half-terror. What if someone noticed the suspicious 
bulge under the tablecloth? What if my waiter-buddy 


couldn’t keep a secret and told too many people what was 
going on? What if - and this was my greatest fear - Gary 
couldn’t keep his cool and from his reactions gave us away? 


That seemed by far to be the most likely scenario. The 
gentle, butterfly fingers of earlier had evolved into 
controlling snakes, twined through my hair, pulling my head 
closer and closer to the baseball-sized contents of Gary’s 
scrotum. 


“Easy, easy,” | hissed around my bulging mouthful. Even a 
size queen like me needs to allow his throat time to adjust 
to such pressure. To communicate my needs more clearly, | 
brought my hand into play. Even though my fingers weren't 
long enough to completely encircle Gary’s demanding shaft, 
they could certainly give a warning squeeze. Slow 


down, the pressure said, slow down and enjoy the ride. 


Either Gary heeded my warning, or the approach of waiters 
bearing dinner trays moved him to exercise greater 
restraint. Either way, his fingers relaxed and | could savor 
his dick at my leisure. 


It’s funny how veins that one notices on an average man 
become substantial obstacles when servicing a hung stud. 
Each new ridge meant my lips were forced to open a little 
wider, that my jaws would have to stretch even further. 
Heavenly! 


Talented as | may be, there was simply no way that all of 
Gary’s meat was going to fit inside my mouth. Once the 


broad head of his dick hit the back of my throat, there were 
still at least four inches of throbbing passion unattended. 


As Gary ate his dinner, passively listening to the droning 
speeches of the athletic 


commission, | slurped on his dick. This might be my only 
opportunity for some one-onone time with the jogging stud 
and | wanted to make the most of it. Bobbing my head 


back and forth in a slow rhythm, applying what suction | 
could, it didn’t take long before | felt Gary’s balls twitching 
beneath my chin. 


Both hands wrapped around the portion of his dick that my 
mouth couldn’t 


accommodate, nearly burning from the heat of his lust. | 
pumped faster and faster, 
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knowing that any moment the object of my attention was 
going to spurt forth with a 


massive load. 


And then, from the podium, | heard,“Everyone’s seen Gary 
running around town, but not everyone is aware of all the 
honors he’s garnered over the year. Would you like to come 
up to the podium and say a few words?” 


Aghast, | started to pull my head back. Talk about fellatio 
interruptus! This was no time to indulge myself, | thought. 


But Gary had other plans. His hand firmly holding the back 
of my head, he kept my 


mouth pinned to his groin while speaking. 


“Thank you, Bob. I’m afraid a strained hamstring - one of 
those pesky running injuries, you know-- keeps me from 
standing to make my comments. But if you'll all humor me, | 
have a few prepared remarks.” 


Who would have thought dull as dishwater Gary would have 
been capable of sucha 


stunt? All the while that he was droning through his 
prepared remarks - the type that had most of the audience 
Snoring, I’m sure - he was directing all my movements 
under the table. 


His hands weren’t exactly forceful, but he soon had my head 
moving faster and faster, until my tongue was gliding over 
his dick in a saliva-coated frenzy. He was using my mouth 
with abandon, fucking it with a passion I’d never suspected 
he possessed. 


Meanwhile he was speaking with a monotone composure 
that was really starting to piss me off. Not that | have an 
undue pride in my dick sucking skills, but never has anyone 
been treated to my oral attentions without showing some 
kind of response. My reputation was on the line here. It was 
time to play dirty. 


With all the spit flowing around Gary’s cock, it didn’t take 
much to get one finger sloppy wet. Gary was so wrapped up 
in his oratory glory that he didn’t even notice as my hand 
wormed its way under his muscular tush - but he certainly 
did notice when the dripping digit brushed against his 
puckered rosebud. 


“And in conclusion,” he said, pausing for only a moment as | 
pushed past his sphincter, 


“I'd like to say, Thank you very much!” The uninformed 
observer would think that the runner was indulging in some 
very uncharacteristic emotion, rather than reacting to the 
sure brush of my fingertip against his prostate, but | knew 
better. 


The crowd’s attention must have shifted elsewhere for a 
moment, for Gary allowed 


himself to thrust his hips upward into my welcoming throat. 
My finger pivoted inside his anus and | sucked as if my life 
depended on it. Sure enough, a hot explosion burst forth 
from Gary’s dick, filling his condom to the bursting point. 
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To his credit, Gary managed to experience this while only 
murmuring a faint, “Oh Shit!” 


| too managed to keep silent, although part of me wanted to 
crow with triumph - not only had | managed to slurp Gary’s 
massive dick, but | managed to rattle his almost-inhuman 
composure. 


Ever considerate, | spent the dessert course using the 
handi-wipes I’d brought to clean Gary’s spoogy dick and 
Zipping him neatly back into his dress slacks. You can’t send 
someone home from the banquet looking like they’d 
dumped the soup bowl in their lap! 


But | was puzzled when the banquet finished and | heard the 
guests quietly filing out of the room. Gary remained seated, 
silent, until the room was empty. 


Only then did he lift the tablecloth to peer curiously at me. 


“I thought it was you,” he said. “I can’t imagine anyone else 
would have the balls to do such a thing.” 


| bowed my head modestly. 


Gary continued. “Is this something you can get only at the 
finest restaurants,” he asked, a shy grin crossing his cheeks, 
“or is it possible to get an order to go?” 


“I’m sure,” | said, crawling slowly from my cramped space 
beneath the table, “That 


deliveries could be arranged.” 
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PICK UP 

BY LINNET 


If it wasn’t Friday, Mark Barnett would have been in a foul 
mood. Three system crashes before lunch, each for a 
different reason. Upper management was screaming for 


solutions. Failing that, they were willing to take an IT head 
served on a silver platter. 


“I can only write so many patches!” he'd finally screamed, 
shocking that officious little prick from the VP’s office right 
out of his wing-tipped shoes. “The underlying system’s 
insufficient. You’ve got more holes in there than a ten-dollar 
hooker’s ears! Give me materials to work with or shut the 
hell up!” 


The outburst had bought him such much needed silence. 
Just around two he was finally able to get the system up and 
limping. 


That’s when Sara Beth, the big boss man’s confidential 
secretary, came knocking. 


“Bryan wants to see you, Mark.” She dropped her voice as if 
her words were top-secret. 


“He’s not too happy.” 


“Really?” He stood up, stepping carefully over the snarled 
mess of wires. “I thought he’d be fricking thrilled, 
considering I’ve just pulled off another goddamn miracle!” 


Sara Beth blushed, red to the roots of her hair. “I don’t know 
about that,” she stuttered. 


“Honestly, | just don’t know.” 


“Don’t worry about it,” Mark said, walking past her. “I really 
didn’t expect you to.” 


“You wanted to see me, Bryan?” 


Bryan looked up, big, blue eyes watery behind his glasses. 
He ran one hand through his salt and pepper hair and 
sighed. 


“Yes, come in. And shut the door.” 


The door shut easily, the clicking latch barely audible in the 
room. 


“Sit down.” 
Mark sat. 
Bryan sighed again, pinched his nose between his eyes. 


“So am | fired or not, Bry?” 
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Bryan chuckled. “I can’t afford to fire you and you know it.” 
The phone rang, jarring Bryan into solemnity again. “But 
I’ve had Smithers in here, complaining six ways to 


Sunday about your attitude.” 


“My attitude? That little prick creates problems and then 
bitches when | can’t fix them instantly.” 


“You see, that’s the attitude he’s uncomfortable with.” 


“I wonder why.” Mark stood up. “The system’s failing. You 
know it, | know it, and if that goddamn moron has half a 
brain in his head, he knows it. Do we have the money to fix 
it?” Bryan didn’t even get a chance to answer as Mark 
continued. “No, we fucking don’t. We can’t even afford 
Skilled help. So while I’m working with equipment that’s two 
generations old and a fucking college intern who minored in 
psychology for Chrissakes, there are going to be problems. 
And I am going to have an attitude!” 


“You're right, you're right, you’re right, and you’re wrong.” 
Bryan pressed both palms on the table, flattening his hands. 


“Play nice or stay home. It would be difficult to replace you, 
Mark. Difficult. Not impossible.” 


“Are we done?” 


Bryan, well used to Mark’s moods, nodded. “We’re done. But 
so help me, Mark - any 


little ‘jokes’ on Smithers’ laptop or voicemail or goddamn 
clock radio-- and that’s it. I’m done.” 


“Fine.” 


“Fine.” 


The door that had closed silently earlier slammed open. 
Interns and sales flunkies leapt out of Mark’s way, scurrying 
into their cubicles like so many startled prairie dogs. He 
growled at the brave few that lingered en route, snarling his 
way to his office. 


When he shut his office door the force sent a tower of 
technical manuals tumbling to the floor. One binder flew 
open, sending a flurry of pages spilling over the carpet. 


“Jesus Christ,” Mark moaned. “What a fucking day.” 
His voicemail was blinking, so he hit the button. 


“Mark,” Smithers began, his whining tones filling the room. 
“I seem to have a problem with my computer. The error 
message Says I’ve got corrupted critical files and | need this 
thing up and running for a presentation I’m doing Monday in 
Topeka.” 
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Mark glanced at the clock and groaned. Less than an hour 
remained of the day and he did not want to spend it working 
on Smithers’ computer. 


Just then the phone rang. It was Kayleigh, Smithers’ 
assistant. 


“Mark?” Her voice was Shaky. 
“Yeah, Kay?” 
“Um. Uh. Um...” 


“You want to know if l'Il be able to fix Smithers’ computer 
today.” 


“He'd actually like it done yesterday.” 


“Well, he’s going to have to settle for tomorrow.” Mark’s 
eyes fell on the calendar. “Or Monday’s more like it. There’s 
a hell of a mess in here,” he continued, eyeing the paper 
chaos on the floor, “that needs to be addressed before it 
escalates into a system-wide problem.” 


Kayleigh sighed. “He’s not going to be happy.” 


“He'll be a whole lot less happy if the system crashes again. 
That’s got to be my first priority.” Mark paused. “He should 
have had his presentations backed up anyway. You 


know that.” 


“I know that, you know that, he knows that. But that doesn’t 
mean it’s done.” Kayleigh was pissed. “Thanks a lot.” 


“You're welcome,” Mark told the dial tone. He looked at the 
clock. Fifteen minutes left until the official end of the day. 
And it was Friday. “Close enough.” 
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His route home took Mark right by Bailey Avenue Park. 
Usually he’d cut through, 


shortening his commute by slipping between the jungle gym 
and half an acre of 


sandboxes, but on Fridays, he’d walk around. 


The longer route brought him by the basketball courts. 
There, safely contained inside the chain link fence, a group 


of guys had a regular game going every Friday. Mark didn’t 
know them, didn’t know if they were all from the same 
office, or just a group of friends with a standing game. It 
didn’t matter, really. They were always there, playing ball. 


And Mark loved to stop and watch. It was easy to pass as a 
random commuter pausing for a few moments to take in the 
game, but the truth was different. 
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Sure, the game was interesting, but Mark was more 
interested in the men playing the 


game. They played with a fluid grace, randomly split into 
shirts and skins, passing the ball and fast-paced banter 
between them. There were no stellar athletes, but one 
redhead had a nice fade away jump shot and a pair of short 
blonds had such a perfect no-look pass that Mark half- 
suspected telepathy. 


And if after the game he’d go home and work himself over 
with obsessive basketball 


fantasies, who had to know? It was a nice little treat at the 
end of the week. 


So he settled into his accustomed place at the corner of the 
chain link fence and got ready to watch the game. 
Comfortably anonymous, he was more than a little startled 
when one of the players, a stocky brunette, called out to 
him. 


“Hey, we’re one short today. Wanna play?” 


“Me? Nah, I’m no good.” 


The brunette laughed. “None of us are any good. It’s just 
fun, losers buy beer after. 


Come on!” 


And with that, he was on the court. His fresh-from-the-office 
attire quickly slotted him a spot on the skins team, 
introductions made all around. Kevyn, the tall redhead. Mike 
and Tom, Wayne the brunette. On the other side, the 
blondes- - who turned out to be brothers, Steven and Paul, 
another Mike, another Mark, and a Derrick. 


Derrick took the ball out of bounds, passed it in to Steven, 
and the game began. Mark was surprised how quickly it all 
came back, how familiar the nubbly ball felt in hands that 

hadn’t played since high school. 


He’d watched them so many times he already knew their 
playing styles. When Kevyn 


was outside, Mark would pass the ball, but if Kevyn was tied 
up inside, he’d take the shot himself. Some swished, some 
bounced off the rim to be rebounded by Steven or picked 


off and passed to Derrick, who played very aggressive 
defense. 


“Nice, nice,” hollered Kevyn, “but you’ve got to hustle that 
ass on D!” 


“Don’t be looking at his ass,” cut in Wayne, “or we’re never 
gonna win this game.” He winked at Mark. “Don’t mind 
Kev,” he smiled. “He’s easily distracted.” 


Mark was so flustered that Mike easily stripped the ball from 
his hands and made an easy two. 


“Damn it, Wayne! Don’t freak out the new guy!” 
“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Mark protested. “Just out of practice.” 
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“We'll get you back in practice,” Wayne assured him. “Ball 
handling is our specialty.” 


Completely startled now, Mark dribbled the ball off his shoe, 
sending it veering across the court. 


Kevyn recovered, gave Wayne the nastiest of nasty looks, 
and completed a perfect alley-oop to Tom. 


“He shoots, he scores!” Tom crowed, jamming the ball 
through the rim. “And the crowd goes wild!” 


“And that’s time,” Derrick called, holding up his chiming 
watch. “I promised to get the kids at half past.” 


“You’re not going out?” Kevyn laughed. “And you’re not 
even buying?” He shook his 


head, red curls fanning across the base of his neck. “I don’t 
know about this fatherhood thing.” 


“Yeah, well, you’re not about to any time soon, are you?” 
Wayne said. “Let’s go to the bar.” 


Kevyn turned toward Mark, brown eyes shiny. “You coming?” 


“Sure,” Mark said, shrugging back into his shirt. “Where we 
going?” 


Kevyn and Wayne glanced at each other, some message 
Mark couldn’t read passing 


between them. Then Kevyn nodded. 


“We're going to Clint’s,” Wayne said. “It’s where we always 
go.” 


Clint’s was the most notorious gay bar in town. Sparkling 
Charlene, the drag queen 


bartender, showed up on television every year during the 
gay pride parade, urging every man in the city to come to 
the bar. “Just to wet your whistle, darlings,” she’d croon to 
the camera. “Just to wet your whistle.” 


Mark swallowed. Maybe his fantasies weren’t wildly off base 
after all. 


“Sure,” he said, smiling. “I like to wet my whistle.” 


Relieved laughter, knowing looks exchanged among 
teammates. 


“Let’s get going then,” Wayne said. “This should be fun.” 
KKK 
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“Well, hello boys!” Sparkling Charlene leaned over the bar, 
flirting outrageously with the team. “Who’s your friend?” 
She turned the full force of her attention on Mark, 


running one manicured fingertip down the side of his cheek. 
“He’s a cutie pie.” 


“Hands off, Charlie,” Wayne growled. “His name is Mark and 
we saw him first.” 


Charlene raised her hands. “Oooh! Can’t touch the pretty 
baby?” She turned, sauntering away, amazingly lush hips 
swaying. “That’s a shame.” 


“Don’t mind Charlie,” Wayne said. “He’s a ho dog." 


Kevyn chuckled. “Bitter much?” He nodded toward the 
bartender, gave Mark a look. 


“The two of them were a thing for a while, but Wayne 
couldn’t keep Charlie happy.” 


“Ain't a man alive that can keep that bitch happy. She’s 
insatiable.” 


“You know it, honey.” Charlene set half a dozen longnecks 
on the bar. “I’m always 


hungry for a new taste sensation.” She batted her eyelids at 
Mark. “Just so you know.” 


Wayne got up from the bar stool, stalked off to the 
bathroom. Charlene laughed, turned away to wait on a 
quartet of college-aged punks, pierced in every visible 
possibility. 


“Is he alright?” Mark asked Kevyn. 


“Wayne?” Kevyn shook his head. “I really don’t know. He’s 
SO wrapped up in Charlie he can’t see straight some days. 
But he can’t stay away from her.” 


“Love sucks, man.” 


“The voice of experience?” Kevyn’s eyes dropped to Mark’s 
left hand, scanned for a 


ring. 


“Observation.” He waggled his fingers. “Married to the job.” 


“It an open marriage?” No mistaking the look in those eyes, 
frank, appraising, Knowing. 


“Fairly open.” Mark smiled. “But | belong to the old lady 
Monday through Friday.” 


“That’s good to know.” Kevyn shrugged. “I’m not in the 
market myself, you 


understand.” 


“But?” There had to be more. Mark was going to die if there 
wasn’t more. 


“But Wayne could be. I'd like to see him happy again. He 
needs a man.” The glance he sent Sparkling Charlene 
wasn’t all affection. “A real man.” 
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“Then | guess,” Mark said, heading for the bathroom, “I’d 
better go see if he’s all right.” 


Kevyn’s smile was a beautiful thing. 
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“Hey buddy.” Mark coughed gently, let Wayne know he was 
there. “You all right?” 


“What, me?” Freshly squared shoulders gave off an air of 
bravado, completely betrayed by the red rimmed eyes. “I’m 
fine.” 


“You don’t look fine.” 


Wayne winced and Mark cursed his quick response. Maybe 
the bad day at the office had left him edgier than he’d 
thought. 


“You sound like Charlie. That’s what she would say.” 


“Well, maybe she’s right.” Summoning up every inch of 
courage he owned, Mark 


dropped his hand on Wayne's shoulder. “But if she’s the 
reason you're so upset, | can’t see where she gets any say 
in the matter.” 


Wayne turned, brown eyes shining. “That’s the nicest thing 
anyone’s said to me in a long, long time.” 


Mark’s arms opened, instinctively seeking to comfort his 
new friend. Half a second later they were kissing, sad lips 
sliding open, tentative tongues touching. 


“Wow,” said Mark, pulling his head away. He glanced around 
the tiny bathroom and 


laughed. “Not that I’m not comfortable in my identity and 
all, but I’m not usually one for bathroom hookups.” 


Wayne smiled. “Why don’t we go somewhere far less 
Suitable?” 


“Sounds good to me.” 
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“And where are you boys going?” Sparkling Charlene’s voice 
was decidedly male, 


despite the flirtatious words. "The night is young.” 


“That’s why we're leaving, Charlie.” Wayne shot back. “So 
we Can go enjoy ourselves.” 


Charlene stepped in front of Wayne, her glittering bosom 
half an inch below his nose. 


Almost instantly, sweat started to bead up on his forehead. 
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you don’t enjoy yourself when you’re with me?” 


“It’s not that,” Wayne protested. “It’s just that, umm, uh, 
umm...” 


“It’s just that tonight he thought he’d try something a little 
different.” Mark stepped forward, reached for Wayne’s hand. 
Their fingers laced together, intertwining to the collective 
indrawn breath that echoed through the bar. 


“Is that so?” Charlene’s smile wasn’t all that pretty, 
especially when seen from this angle. 


“I'd think | was different enough for most men.” Her eyes 
fell on Wayne. “Or don’t you remember?” 


“God, Charlie.” Wayne was sweating buckets, anxiety 
soaking through his shirt. “Don’t do this.” 


She reached out a hand, faux stones shining obscenely 
under the neon. “Come with me, baby.” 


Mark tightened his grip. “Wayne’s not going anywhere.” 


Charlene beamed. “It’s okay, darlin’.” Her eyes undressed 
him, blatantly stopping to address his attributes. “You can 
come too.” 


Wayne glanced over. “Please,” he whispered. “Please do 
this.” 


Mark looked around for Kevyn, but he was nowhere to be 
seen. “All right,” he replied, talking only to Wayne. “If this is 
what you want.” 
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Charlene’s apartment was like nowhere Mark had ever 
been. Thin, gauzy curtains hung 


everywhere, separating the barely-refurbished loft into 
sections resembling an Arabian tent. Long, shimmering 
strands of beads served as doorways and low mats 
surrounded a black coffee table that was missing its legs. 


“Different,” Mark, who had spent most of his life just outside 
of Boston, sniffed. “Is that incense?” 


“Sweetgrass,” Charlene replied. “It clears away the 
negativity.” 


She stepped over the threshold, gave Wayne a look. “Shoes, 
boy.” 


Mark kicked off his loafers. Wayne followed suit and then 
astonished Mark by sinking to all fours. 


“What the hell is this about?” 
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“Wayne and I have a very unusual relationship,” Charlene 
said, gliding through the room to a well-stocked bar. “I’ve 
found he’s much happier when kept in his place. Drink?” 


“Don’t mind if | do.” The response was automatic, startled 
out of him. “But you’re not getting me down on the floor like 
that.” 


“Baby,” Charlene purred. “I wouldn’t want you on the floor 
like that.” She smiled, 


handing over a glass two fingers full of Scotch. “It would 
ruin the show.” 


“What show?” 


“Why the show you two are going to put on for me.” 
Charlene turned to Wayne. “Isn’t 


that right, dear?” 


Mark couldn’t understand the mumbled response. Neither, 
apparently, could Charlene. 


“What was that?” Her voice had a steely edge. Wayne 
flinched as if he’d been struck. 


“| said if that’s what Mark wants, Ma’am.” 


Charlene’s lips pressed together. She was clearly not 
pleased. 


“Well, Mark. Is that what you want? Would you like my little 
toy here to suck your cock while | watch?” 


Mark locked eyes with her. “If that’s what Wayne wants to 
do. Watch or not, | don’t 


care.” 


But in his pants, Mark’s cock gave a little twitch at the idea. 
He wasn’t sure, but 


something in Charlene’s expression made him think the tall 
drag queen had seen the 


involuntary movement. Maybe it was her predatory smile. 


“Then have at it, Wayne. Chow down on your pretty new 
boyfriend.” 


Wayne started to crawl over, but Mark stopped him with a 
gesture. 


“Stand up, man. You don’t ever have to come to me on your 
knees.” 


Wayne looked at Charlene, who raised a carefully shaped 
eyebrow. Then he stood up. 


Despite everything, the surreal apartment, the bejeweled 
audience, it felt good to have Wayne in his arms again. Mark 
closed his eyes, shutting out the surroundings and 


thinking back to the basketball court. He pictured Wayne’s 
aggressive hustle, the way he’d duck down inside and 
shoulder up through taller defenders to make a lay up. The 
quick smile, the easy laugh. That’s who he was kissing, not 
the man who'd been so 
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caught up in a set of head games that he couldn’t even 
think his way free. 


And somewhere in the moment, in the twining of tongues 
and shared breath, that’s who started kissing him back. 
Mark could feel Wayne getting taller in his arms, standing 
straighter, twining fingers through the back of his short, 
black hair. 


When they broke, Mark whispered, “You wanna go?” 
Wayne nodded, murmured back, “I’m ready.” 


“See you later, Charlene,” Mark said. “We've decided to 
finish this in private.” 


“You can’t do this!” she shrieked, arms waving wildly. One 
red-tipped finger pointed at Wayne. “He’s mine. He belongs 
to me!” 


“Not anymore, Charlie.” Wayne’s voice was steady. Sad, but 
steady. “Not anymore.” 
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“Man, | thought she was going to flip her lid.” 


“She still might.” Wayne slid his hands under Mark’s shirt, 
pushing the fabric up until it bunched under the armpits. 
“But that doesn’t mean | have to care.” 


“Ohhhhh...” Mark replied, coherent thought chased away by 
the feel of Wayne’s tongue 


on his nipples. 
“Yeah,” Wayne chuckled. “Yeah.” 


Suddenly they couldn’t get undressed fast enough, clothes 
falling to the floor two or three garments at a time. Mark 
was tall, thin, and dark, while Wayne was stockier, furred 
with russet colored curls almost everywhere. 


“Look at that,” Mark said, sinking to his knees. “You have 
such a pretty cock.” Short but wide, Wayne’s shaft jutted 
proudly forward, pink flesh almost shockingly bright among 


the vale of curls. He couldn’t help but taste it, opening his 
mouth to slip the head inside. 


“Good God,” Wayne sighed. “It’s been so long.” 


Mark licked the length of him, listening for the indrawn 
breath, the involuntary gasp, and then returning time and 
time again to the places that elicited that response. 


“Oh God. Oh God. Oh God,” Wayne stammered. “I’m going 
to...1’m uh...” 


“Let it fly for me, baby,” Mark said. “I want to see you.” 
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“Really?” The sound was half-strangled, pure plea. “Can | 
really?” 


What the hell kind of control freak is Charlie? Mark thought. 
“Of course,” he said. 


“Show me. Show me now.” 


With that, Wayne exploded, pent up passion bubbling 
forward at an incredible rate. 


Mark bent his head, slurping up what he could, letting some 
dribble to the floor. 


Wayne looked down, saw what Mark was doing, and 
promptly burst into tears. “Charlie 


never would have...never would have allowed...” 
Mark stood up, took Wayne in his arms. “I’m not Charlie.” 


Just then Wayne’s cell phone rang, shrilling for attention. 


“No,” Wayne replied. “That’s Charlie.” 


The phone rang, rang, rang again. Wayne’s eyes locked with 
Mark’s. “I’m not going to get that.” 


“Don’t.” 

“It'll mean drama.” Wayne drew a deep breath. “Later.” 
“There’s always drama.” 

“You don’t mind?” 


Mark thought of Smithers, the laptop left waiting, 
unrepaired. He stifled a laugh and reached for Wayne, 
started chewing his way down the recently shaved neck. 
“You want 


drama, l'Il bring you to my office Monday.” 
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HORSIN’ AROUND 

BY RICHARD CITRE 


Bum-bum-bum-ba-dum! Bum-bum-bum-ba-dum! Bum-bum- 
bum-ba-dum! Union Sucks! 


The crowd was screaming, the band blasting, and the sun 
shining down hot and heavy as Fayetteville Junior College 
got ready to face their archrivals for the division 


championship. 


Broadway, here | come! Larry thought, settling the 
oversized, stuffed, white horse head on his shoulders. He 
ran down the sidelines, waving one hoofed hand at the 


crowd. They screamed their welcome, so loud that his fabric 
ears flattened against his head. 


That was nothing compared to the greeting the scantily clad 
cheerleaders got. 


And even that paled in comparison to the tumult that 
erupted when the Fayetteville 


Mustangs took the field. Everybody was screaming. Little 
kids jumping up and down on the bleachers, waving their 
red and white pennants. Ancient grandmothers screeching 


from their wheelchairs. 


Loudest of all? It was Larry, screaming his fool head off 
inside the mascot costume. 


He wasn’t screaming because it was his job. He wasn’t 
screaming because he’d been 


infected with an excess of team spirit. He wasn’t even 
screaming for the sheer joy of being loud. 


Nope. 


Larry was screaming because he knew it made Scott 
Johnston happy. And whatever made 


Fayetteville’s star quarterback happy made Larry Mitchell 
happy. Usually it made him very, very happy indeed. 


“Go guys, go!” Larry shouted. He gave each player a high 
five as they passed, 


Supposedly for good luck, really because he liked the feel of 
strong hands against his palm. 


Wide receivers, tight ends, even that little, scrawny bastard 
of a place kicker - the whole team went zooming by ina 
blur. 


And then the crowd went wild. 


Scott had both arms in the air, pointed heavenward and 
half-jumping, half-running onto the field. He was just as 
pumped as the crowd, maybe more so. 


Larry had his hand out, ready and waiting for the good luck 
high-five. “Let’s see a good game, boss!” 


Play Ball - 125 


“You know it, babe!” Scott replied, catching Larry’s eyes for 
a split second before 


running on. 


Larry floated through kick-off. You know it, babe! Babe! 
Babe! Public displays of affection from Scott were rare 
indeed, so this one simple syllable was enough to have him 
beaming. 


He was the only happy Fayetteville fan that day. Union 
dominated the game from the first quarter, starting with a 
85-yard punt return that resulted in a touchdown. They 
followed up with a two-point conversion and then a pair of 
back-to-back interceptions that had Larry’s head spinning. 


“C’mon Scotty!” he said, under his breath. “You can do 
better than that!” He waved his arms, trying to pull the 
crowd into the game, but they weren’t in a forgiving mood. 


“Pull Johnston out!” The first shouts were kind, followed 
quickly by their more obscene brethren. “Johnston sucks! 


Johnston sucks! Can the faggot!” 
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“It wouldn’t be so bad if they weren’t our fans.” Scott sat on 
the sidelines, a towel over his bowed head. 


“Fuck ‘em, Scotty. They’re just a bunch of drunk assholes.” 


On the field Damon Greg, who had come in as Scott’s 
replacement, completed a short 


shovel pass. The crowd erupted. 
“You'd think he was fucking Joe Namath.” 


“Buck up. Y’know Coach is gonna put you back in as soon as 
you get your focus back.” 


Larry put a comforting hand on Scott’s shoulder pads, 
knowing he couldn’t feel it. They watched in silence as Greg 
cocked his arm back and sent a pretty spiral way down field, 
to be neatly caught and brought to the two yard line. 


Scott shrugged, forcing Larry’s hand off his shoulder. 
“Really? | don’t know that at all.” 
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By halftime, Greg had turned the game around. He was 
playing better than he ever had 


before, connecting with well-protected receivers, dancing 
out of the pocket, even jumping a line of burly defenders in 
a daring quarterback sneak. 


But it wasn’t enough. When the halftime buzzer sounded, 
Fayetteville was down by 21. 
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“Come on, everybody!” Larry circled the half-time band, 
growling. “Let’s see some 


smiles. Let’s see some enthusiasm. You can’t give up now!” 


“You're nuts,” a tuba player told him. “They’ll never pull it 
off now.” 


“You'll see,” Larry replied. “We’ve just got to believe in 
Scott.” 


“Right.” 
The cheerleaders weren’t buying either. 


“Give it up, Larry,” Biyana laughed at him. “Your boyfriend 
ain't gonna be able to save the day this time.” 


“You'd better hope you’re wrong.” A deep voice came from 
behind Larry’s left shoulder. 


It was Marcus, one of Coach’s half dozen assistants. “Greg’s 
sprained his ankle. Coach wants you to go talk to your old 
man.” 
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You may think you’ve been in some tense situations, but if 
you've never been in a Texas locker room when the home 
team’s down by three touchdowns, you don’t know tense. 


Coach Grange wasn’t saying much of anything, just 
standing in the front of the room, glaring at his players. 
When Larry walked in he straightened up, slapped his 


clipboard, and said,“All right, you pussies. Let’s get out 
there and play us some ball!” The team rose as one, except 
for Scott, who sat with his head in his hands. Coach nodded 
at Larry on his way past. “You got five minutes, boy. | ain’t 
fixin’ to lose this here game. You 


understand?” 


“Yes sir,” Larry replied, reflexive. 
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“| don’t want you to feel any pressure,” Larry said, slipping 
the horse head off and laying it carefully on a bench, “but 

I’m pretty sure your coach is gonna kill me if you don’t get 
out there and win this game.” 


“| don’t think | can do that,” Scott said. His eyes were bright 
with unshed tears. “They hate me out there. You heard 
‘em.” He spit on the floor. “Can the fag.” 


“They've said that before. They'll say that again.” Larry 
knelt down, tilted Scott’s head up to look him in the eye. 
“And when you're winning, half them assholes are ready to 
give it up for you." 
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“Lucky me.” 


“Hey, if Fayetteville’s star quarterback can’t bugger the 
manager of Chuck E Cheese’s after a good game, who can?” 


Scott burst out laughing. The pizzeria’s portly manager 
claimed to be the team’s biggest fan. He was probably right. 


“There’s my boy.” 


“Yup.Your boy.” Eyes locked. 


“So what do you care what those assholes say? l'Il be 
waiting.” 


“You'd better be.” Scott leaned forward, stole a quick kiss. 
Larry could taste the faint salty shine of tears still on his 
lips. “Cause I’m gonna need you.” 


“To celebrate.” 


“To celebrate.” 
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The Fayetteville crowd wasn’t too happy when Scott came 
on the field. 


“We want Greg! We want Greg!” 


“Greg’s hurt, you assholes!” Larry screamed, knowing no 
one could hear him. “So let’s see some team spirit!” He 
caught the eye of the band director, gave him a nod. Soon 
the school’s fight song was drowning out the jeers. 
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It was a beautiful play. Scott dropped back in the pocket, 
looked left, and dropped a long bomb down the right side. 
Mclvens caught it, slipped between three defenders, and 


danced into the end zone. 


Next time, it wasn’t so pretty. Scott had no protection and 
was about to be creamed by a defender that weighed 
approximately the same amount as Larry’s car when he took 
to his heels and ran. 


He made it twelve yards before being forced out of bounds. 
Then the team lined up 


without a huddle, snapped off a quick pass and picked up 
another first down. 


Then one incomplete pass followed another. Before the 
snap, Scott looked to the 


sidelines. Larry caught his eye, gave him the thumbs up. 
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“| love you!” he mouthed, silent in the roaring stadium. 
And snap. 


Defenders came out of everywhere. If he hadn’t known 
better, Larry would have sworn 


that Union’s bench had stormed the field, crushing in on 
Scott. 


He dropped back. Back. Back some more. 
Beefy hands reached out, grasping for his jersey. 
Larry stopped breathing. 


And Scott threw the ball. Threw it high, threw it long, threw 
a perfect spiral -- the kind coaches dream about at night, 
especially in the post-season. It arced over the field, past 
outstretched hands, beyond the reach of the most dedicated 
defender, to land neatly in the arms of Armstrong, who ran 
like his ass was on fire. 


“Hot Damn!” Larry screamed, jumping up and down when 
Armstrong hit the end zone. 


“You fucking did it, you son of a bitch! You did it!” 


That’s when he noticed how quiet the crowd had gotten. 
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Scott was down, down and not moving. Coach and PJ, the 
trainer, were rushing onto the 


field. A half circle of Union defenders stood around him, 
stunned at what they’d done. 


“We need a stretcher!” Those words, louder than any 
loudspeaker, any band, any low- 


flying plane, burned into Larry’s mind. He dropped the 
horsehead and started toward the field, only to have one of 
Scott’s teammates stop him. 


“Don’t. Not now. Let them get clear.” He nodded toward the 
side entrance. “Go through there, you can catch the 
ambulance.” Blue eyes took in the decapitated mustang 
attire Larry wore. “Leave that crap in the hall. PII call my kid 
brother, have him take over for you.” 
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“Sorry, kid, this is family only.” The paramedic shouldered 
Larry out of the way. “No 


fans.” 
Coach looked up sharply, saw it was Larry. 
“He is family,” he growled. “Let him in.” 
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“I seem to remember being worried that Coach was going to 
kill you.” Scott’s voice was low, barely audible. “So how the 
hell did | wind up in the hospital?” 


“Baby!” Larry sat bolt upright, barely fighting the urge to 
burst into tears. “You’re awake!” 


“Course I’m awake. Why wouldn’t | be awake?” 


“Because it’s Tuesday, young man.” A short, stocky nurse 
started checking monitors and scribbling on a clipboard. 
“You’ve been snoozing for almost four days.” She smiled at 
Larry. “Your...friend... was here the whole time. | can give 
you a couple of minutes 


before | call your folks, so you’d better say hello quick.” 
Fingers twined together, heads touching. 


“I was so scared,” Larry breathed. “You wouldn’t wake up, 
wouldn’t wake up for 


nothing.” 


“I didn’t know...” Scott’s voice trailed off. “I just let the ball 
go.” He looked down at the dusty rose hospital blanket 
draped over his body. “And here | am.” 


“Armstrong caught it,” Larry cut in. “He brought it in.” 
“And the game?” 


“Union took it,” Larry shrugged. “We fought like hell, but 
Union took it.” 


“Fuck. ” 


“| wouldn’t worry about it.” Larry gestured around the room. 
“I think you’ve got bigger things to think about.” 


“Ah, | can wiggle my toes, move my arms, even raise my 
eyebrows.” Scott demonstrated each feat in turn. “What 
else do you need?” 


“Well, whatever you've got in that thick skull of yours, for 
one,” Larry said, half- 


scolding, half-laughing. 
“And for two?” 


“PIL tell you that when you get out of here.” 


KKK 
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It was almost two weeks before Scott was released from the 
hospital, another ten days before his mother relaxed enough 
to let her youngest boy out of her sight. The knock he’d 
taken shouldn’t have been enough to send him into a coma, 
but despite a battery of tests, the doctors could find no 
cause or harm. 


“I’m too dumb to die,” Scott laughed. He sprawled on the 
couch, kicking his sneakers to the floor. “That’s my theory, 
anyway.” 


“I don’t buy it.” Larry collapsed on the floor next to the 
couch, leaning his head against the battered, brown 
cushions. “Hardheaded I'll give you. Not stupid.” 


Long fingers slid into Larry’s hair, traced the side of his face. 
“I know | missed you.” 


Larry took Scott’s hand, kissed the fingertips. “I missed you 
too.” 


“You could have come over.” 
“Your Mom didn’t want to share.” 


“Dude?” Scott leaned up on one arm, smirking. “That’s just 
gross.” 


“You know what | mean, smartass.” Larry moved toward 
Scott. “And | don’t want to 


Share either.| want all your attention.” 
“You've got it.” 


There’s a certain comfort that can be found in a lover's kiss, 
that of familiarity and well-known routes to passion. Scott 
and Larry found that comfort -- but also something more. 


This time there was a hunger there, a need borne of near 
loss, of separation and of fear. 


“God, Scotty,” Larry breathed. “You make me want.” 
“Me, too.You, too. God.” 


“Lie back.” Larry pushed Scott back onto the couch. “You’re 
convalescing. Let me 


drive.” 
“If you insist,” Scott said, already loosening his belt. 


“| do,” Larry purred, batting Scott’s hands away. “I do.” 


“God, baby,” Scott groaned, dropping his head back and 
closing his eyes at the first touch of Larry’s tongue. “That 
feels so good.” 
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Larry smiled. “Glad you like it,” he purred, before 
commencing to trace his tongue along the knotted network 
of veins that encircled his lover’s cock. Long, gliding strokes 
twisted around Scott’s girth, toothless nibbles around the 
base. 


“Baby,” Scott groaned. His fingers crawled through Larry’s 
hair, wanting. “You are 


amazing.” 


Larry moved quickly, wanting to push him higher. Lips slid 
glove tight over Scott’s shaft, flesh to flesh, warmth to 
warmth, until he was kissing the golden fringe of curls at the 
base. 


One hand rested on Scott’s stomach, fingertip casually 
grazing over his belly button, while the other slid over a 
furry thigh to brush against rapidly tightening balls. 


“Oh, God, baby!” Scott lifted his hips higher, allowing Larry 
access to the hypersensitive spot beneath his balls. “If you 
don’t stop soon, I’m gonna...” 


“I want you to,” Larry murmured, sucking harder. 


“No,” Scott said, wiggling his way out of Larry’s mouth. “I’ve 
got a better idea.” 


“There’s nothing better,” Larry said, trying to return to his 
pleasure. 


“Wait!” Scott’s hand was on his shoulder. “Larry,” he said, 
voice dropping. “I want you. 


| want to be in you. Now. Please?” His hands has slipped 
lower, sliding down his back to rest confidently on his ass. 


They hadn’t, much. Inexperience had kept them from this, a 
cautious mix of fear of 


hurting and fear of being hurt. But there was a note in 
Scott’s voice that caught Larry’s ear.A new fear, a new 
need. 


“Of course,” he said. “We'll go slow.” 


“Let me get you ready,” Scott said, sliding one hand even 
lower. Cool lube covered one finger, a finger that soon found 
its way inside. 


“God, you're tight.” Scott wiggled his fingertip, brushing a 
whole range of sensitive spots. “Does this hurt?” 


Larry closed his eyes, nearly overwhelmed by the 
sensations Scott’s explorations were causing. “No,” he 
whispered. “It doesn’t hurt.” 


“What about this?” Another finger slid in beside the first. 


Larry moaned, a deep guttural sound that surprised them 
both. “I guess not,” Scott 


whispered, half-awed at the reaction. “Can you take 
another?” 
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“I don’t know,” Larry panted. “I want you in there.” 


“You sure?” Scott waggled his fingertips together, causing 
Larry’s muscles to convulse around him. “I’m not sure I'll 
fit.” 


“Let me try,” Larry said, growling with need. 


For half a second he felt strangely empty as Scott pulled his 
fingers out. He wanted to whimper, to beg for their return to 
his ass, needing to be filled more than anything. 


Then Larry felt the wide, blunt head of Scott’s cock nosing 
between his cheeks and being empty didn’t seem so bad. 


“I could have lost you,” Scott said, tears welling. 


“Me? You were the one getting knocked out.” Larry could 
feel his pucker slowly 


ballooning open. 


“But | would have been gone.” The hands on his hips were 
iron, pinching hard enough to bruise. “And without you.” 


“I won't let that happen.” Scott was in now, just an inch or 
so, enough to make coherent thought difficult. “No one is 
ever going to take you away from me.” 


“Me either.” Scott ratcheted his hips upward, pushing 
further in. “You’re mine.” 


“Mine.” 


Groans and moans, heat and promises. They worked back 
and forth, pushing and pulling, pledging eternal devotion 
and grunting like rutting hogs until Scott was completely 
inside and Larry’s cock was pinned between them. 


“Ready?” 


“Ready. ” 


Larry started to move faster, sliding up off of Scott, only to 
sink back down half a second later. “I love you,” he moaned, 
planting one hand on either side of Scott’s head. “I love you 
so much I can’t stand it.” 


“Gaarh!” Scott replied, clutching Larry against him. “Me too. 
Me too.” 


He pivoted, attempting to slide back into Larry’s waiting 
passage, and wound up tipping them both off of the couch. 
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Larry hit the ground first, head softly bouncing off the 
Carpet. 


“Hey, no fair. | don’t want to go to the hospital.” 


Scott moved, folding Larry’s legs up until his feet dangled 
by his ears. “Don’t worry. | ain’t calling no ambulance.” 


He slid in, one smooth stroke. “It’s better like this,” he 
panted. “I can see your face. 


Always want to see your face.” 


Between them, Larry’s cock twitched. “I’m gonna, Scotty. 
You've gotta, too.” 


“Yeah.” Hips started to move faster. 
“Yeah.” Answering thrusts came back just a little harder. 


“Now?” They were rocking, Larry’s body bent almost 
completely double, Scott pushing 


in, in, in at a breakneck pace. 
“Now, baby! Now!” 


With a yell that would have shamed the stadium crowd, they 
collapsed in a sweaty heap. 


Passion glued them together, shiny stomachs slick against 
each other. 


“|I love you, you know.” Scott leaned in, gave Larry a 
lingering kiss. “Even if you wear that silly horse head.” 


“Il love you, too.” Larry swung his legs down, gingerly pulling 
away from his lover. 


“Even with that silly helmet.” 
“Your head ok?” 


“Okay? That was fucking amazing.” Larry grinned down at 
his lover. “I’m going to have to start smoking, that’s how 
amazing that was. | want a cigarette so bad | can taste it.” 


He rubbed his head ruefully. “Not so sure about the head- 
banging aspect, but | guess you’re worth it.” 


“What can I say?” Scott shrugged, spreading his arms wide. 
“I’m a dangerous kind of 


guy. That’s what the doctors tell me.” 


“PI tell you what,” Larry laughed, sliding back onto his 
haunches. “Next time you wear the horse head and l'Il wear 
the goddamn helmet!” 


End 
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